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Fills to Purge State- Melancholy: 


PART the SECOND. 
nn 


COLLECTION 


Excellent 3 Ballads. 


It's a Comfortable Noiſe 
To hear the Roaring Boys, 
In a Tune they P's ſo oft been deri fring: 
Their Muſick muf portend 
Their own latter End, | 
And like Swans they are ſweetly expiring, 
Vid. Collect. p. 4. 
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An INDEX of all ts Songs, 
Poems, ©c. in the Order as 
they ſtand in this Book. 
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A Song. | 
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The Time is now come. 
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A Copy of Verſes on his Majeſty's Royal Entry : 
King George 1s come, let Flowers grace the Way—121 
The Loyal Conſort of Muſick ; To the Tune of, The 
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A Word to the Tories: 


Ye perjured Traytors, Facks and Tories, tell——1 30 
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5 — each Man his Glaſs in 3 — 5 
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; Prologue perform d by Mr. Wilks : 
| Names that could never riſe to Epic Verſe. ———142 


Te 8 Army; To the Tune of, The Earl of 
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0 On Prince Eugene s routing the Turks; To the Tune of, 
j | An old Woman poor and blind : 
j . Here's a Health to the Great Eugene. 


A Loyal Song ; To the Tune of, Lillibolero : : 
Let High-Church and Papiſts meet lurking in Holes. 148 


A Song on his Majeſty's Acceſſion ; To the Tune of, Let 
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The pee C Nd Ex edition. To the 
Tune of, Dear Catholick Brother. 


I. 
the Days of Great George a Boy came 
* from France, 
Swore he'd in Britain his Fortune ad- 
vance; | 
Croſs d the Channel to Scotland, and 
made a ſmall Shew, 
uff'd it and ſnuff d it, like any French Beau. 
II. 
is Clans he did gather, and form'd them in Perth, - 
Argyle and Cadogan were filled with Minh, 3 
| B © 


(2) ; 
J To think what rare Fun this new Kick wou'd be, 
When the Boy ſhould be frighted from Perth to Dundee. | 
III. 1 
The Dutchman did ſwear, had it not been for Snow, 
His Terms had been only a Word and a Blow. 
5 The Boy could not bear to be near Hogan-Mogan, 
| Nor endure the bold Phiz of General Cadogan. je 
1 IV. | 
| The Wretch read his Doom in abdicate Skies, 
f And ſcatter d his Water from Codpiece and Eyes. T 
He wept in his Tenderneſs, piſs'd in his Fright, A 
In this ſorry Pickle got off in the Night. 1 
| V. 73 C 
Before puny Mar the Baby could dub 
With a Crown, he'd go home, and ſuck his dear Bub, L 
And tell his Mamma that the Heretick Soldiers Q 
Were ſo rude as to hinder his ſleeping in Quarters. W 
VI. M 
In this Conſternation he never could ſleep, h 
Till ſafely arriv'd at Calais or Diep ; N 


— — 
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ö But his poor Friends, he's left in the Lurch, 

| Muſtrun, or be hang'd, to be Saints of the Church. * 
k VII. 

{ The Hunting is over, they have loſt their Game, 


Poor Jemmy's gone back to St. Germains again. 
And there let him ſtay, and wait the good Hap, 


: 

| Till Lorrain procures him a Cardinal's Cap. An 
| VII. 

4 And out of his Perquiſites make weekly Payment 

5 To his Daddy the Pope for his late Armament ; An 


# 
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But 


1 

But the nineteen Millions of Lewis le Grand 

Are to be paid when the Devil is blind,  * 
| "GET IX. ö * 

God bleſs King George and th' Illuftrious Line 

Of Auguſtus the Prince, Princeſs Caroline, 

The Proteſtant Church, and all that do love her ; 


But Shame and Confuſion their Enemies cover. 


X. 
The two Courts of Parliament, Commons and Lords, 
And thoſe valiant Soldiers that have drawn their Swords 
In defence of our King, Religion and Laws, | 
Come fill up a Bumper to well wiſh the Cauſe, 
Let it briskly go round, let the Brave Loyal-hearted 
Quaff off a Requiem to the Highlanders departed, 
Wiſh a good Journey to the Traitors, to be 
Made Saints, and dub'd Knights of the 3 legged Tree, 


oToTotototole Rototoftotototoroter 


eA New Song. To the Tune of, The 
King ſhall enjoy his own again. 


I. 
Ince Hannover is come 
In ſpite of France and Rome, 
And the Tories have met with their Matches, 
Full loyally they ſing 
To the Coming of their King, 


And keep up their Courage with Catches : | 
Tk: But 
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But let them have their Song, 
It can't be very long 
Eer the Name will be loſt in the Nation; 
For they have nothing but a Tune 
Ft To ſupport the 1oth of June, 
| And the Hopes of a Reſtoration, 
III. 
Its a comfortable Noiſe 
To hear the Roaring Boys 
In a Tune they've ſo oft been deſiring; 
Their Muſick muſt portend 
Their own latter End, 


IV. 
Their next melodious Strain 
Will be with Paul L— n, 
And there let them channt it out fairly; 
For as ſure as a Gun 
The Stave will be begun 
With that old Pſalm- raiſer H—-ly. 


And like Swans they are ſweetly expiring- 


Ned edt 
eA Copy of Verſes. 


| Elcome, Brave Monarch, to this happy Iſle, 
On us at length the Gods propitious ſmile. 
Long have we groan'd beneath the equal Weight, 
, While Rage the Church, and Falſhood rul'd the State 


(5) 

ill you, appearing like the Sun's bright Rays, 
Diſpers'd the Clouds which threatned future Days. 
\ Serpent the firſt Female did deceive, | 
rsd was the Race for one believing Eve: 

A no leſs ſubtle Viper in our Land 

ould blaſt the Nation by one Female Hand. 

hen Dragons firſt the Brittiſh Soil diſtreſs d, | 

By fam'd St. George the Monſters were ſuppreſs d: 

From thee thegealm does like Protection claim, 

ho ſhare his Virtues, as you bear his Name. 

No Med'cine ſurer than the Viper's Head 

o heal thoſe Wounds the Beaſt himſelf has made: 
So Iſraelites in Deſerts when devour'd | 
Hung up a Serpent, and by that were cur'd. 

hen eaſe thy Subjects by a Juſtice due, 

Be their juſt King and great Phyſician too ; 

xpel the Poyſon, and their Senſe reſtore, 
Hang the State Vipers, and we ask no more. s 
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The Rebels Downfal, or the true De- 
ſcription of the cowardly Pretender. 
To an old Tane. 


I. 
Ritain, now ſing for Joy of your King, 
Which we ſo long did deſire; 
King George, I muſt ſay, which ſo did diſplay 
To cut off the Rebels intire. | h 
State 5 8 B 3 - Ik 
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U. 


Now, Tories, what's here? Don't Horror and Fear 
Seize all of you in every Part? 


For you all did deſign, a Hannover Line 


Shou'd never to England be brought. 
But let thoſe brave Men, that will ſay, Amen, 
To ſtand up for George with their Might, 
Be bold, and dare ſay, that George ſhall e er ſway 
The Scepter with Courage and Right, 
IV. 
In ſpite of all thoſe, that dare him oppoſe ; 
For we value not any Pretender, 
Nor the Facobite Crew, tho there is not few; 
And a Fig for a High-Church Member. 
” [Treaſon, 
Pray, Facks, what's your Reaſon, or why ſuch High- 
To ſay that the Baſtard is Heir? 


We know there is none, except George our Sovereign, 


And he'll make the Cub for to fear, 
VI. 
But in the mean time, let the Hannover Line 
Be ſure next to George to ſucceed, | 
And may they all know the Fall of their Foe, 
And down with the Rebels with ſpeed. 
VII. 
Here now I deſign for to write a Line 
Concerning poor Femmy their Doted, 
And what you will hear, I'm ſure you will ſyear, 
"Tis all very true that is nn. 


VII. o 


—— 
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O Jemmy, we ſee, that 12 any thing be, 
Your pretended Kin to King James is, 
Tis indeed when you run, for fear of a Gun, 
And ſcamper d away from your Armies. 
IX. 
Then your Breeches, no doubt, had to them a Clout, 
For fear you ſhou'd them beſhit : 
I know not a thing which makes you more kin, 
Than this which upon you is hit. 
X. 
When to Scotland you came, for to play your Game, 
Ah! how, poor thing, didſt thou pout, 
And likewiſe your Clan, which muſt e' er long hang, 
7 Becauſe you from them did ſcout. 
2 XI. 
But now I pray go, and kiſs the Pope's Toe, 
And accept of a Cardinal's Cap ; 
For if e er you come here, we ſolemnly ſwear, 
That England ſhall ne er be your Chap. 
XII. | 
So, Ladies, you may for Jemmiy now pray, 
And ſee if he e er come again; 
He left you behind, and when the Devil's blind, 
Then Fames again ſhall retain. 
KUL. - - 
The Noble Argyle, on whom Heaven did ſmile, 
That ſo his Army ſucceeded, 
Made his Enemies run, the Pretender to ſhun, 


And ever. let Argyle be praiſed. 


( 8 ) 15 

XIV. 

So now let us end, as Good George did ſend 
To reſcue Great Britain betime, 

From all that pretend for to make an End | 
Of the Glorious Hannover Line. Ar 

XV. ö (A 

Let's drink to Great George, who ſoon did begin 
To ſave this happy Succeſſion, 

And let's never forget Bleſſed William the Great, Ju 


0 Who ſettl'd our Conſtitution. A. 
Ty D eee eee . 
"Hal 
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v On Mr. Walpole's Recovery. 
5 80 
— Reddere Viftimas, = 
| ZEdemque votivam memento. / 
A | Hor. Lib. II. Ode 17. | 

4 oo | 
13 W HEN fad Britannia fear'd of late | 
| Her WaLeoLE's near approaching Fate 
* Wou'd prove her own Undoing, l 
| She beat her Breaſt, and rent her Hair, 4 
And offer d many an humble Prayer | 
# : To ſave her ſelf from Ruin, 


II. Like 


(9) 
II 
Like other Sinners now ſhe ſtrove 
Io pacify offended Jove, 
And come to Terms with Heav'n; 
An hundred other Lives for this 
(And let Death pick them where he pleaſe) 
She frankly wou'd have given. 
III. 
Judges ſhe offer d, One or Two, 
And Biſhops more, if they wou'd do, 
The Rage of Fate to couzen; 
Lords were ſo cheap, they might be had 
At the ſame Rate they had been made, 
Ev'n by the good round Dozen. 
IV. | 
She vow'd, if WareoLE might be ſpar'd, 
The Land of Raſcals ſhou'd be clear'd, 
And purg'd from all Offences : 
But frail are Sinners Promiſes, 
And Vows of Victims, all, like theſe, 
Are made in future Tenſes. 
V. 
Howe'er the Gods, who Patriots bleſs, 
Took Pity on her fore Diſtreſs, 
And willing to relieve her, 
Bid Æſculapius ſtep to Earth, 
And put on Blackmore, Mead, or Garth, 
To rid him of his Fever. 


VI. Bur, 
Like 


(10) 
VI. 
But, Lady, now you've gain'd your Ends, 
Think on thoſe Pow'rs that ſtood your Friends, 
And what it is you owe em; 
To ſuch a Favour from the Skies 
Not Hecatombs of Rogues ſuffice, 
Tho' now you ſhou'd beſtow em. 
5 VII. 
| The Vows which your Afffiction made 
| Shou'd in your better Times be paid ; 
And I mult tell you fairly, 
| Were you to Obligations true, 
f T would be the leaſt thing you could do, 
To hang up Honeſt Harley. 
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n Epilogue written for the late cele- 
brated New Play, calPd, The Drum- 
mer; but not ſpoke. | 


* 


F any Briton 1n this Place appears, 

105 A Slave to Prieſts, or ſuperſtitious Fears, 

1 Let theſe odd Scenes reform his brainſick Notions, 
Or Byfield's ready to apply his Potions. py 
Thoſe Wits excepted, who appear'd ſo wiſe, 
To conjure Spe&res from the vap'ry Skies. 

A very Porx (I'm told) may be afraid, 

And tremble at the Monſter, which he made. 


From 


He ſtill has Troops — and Caſtles in the Air, 


rom dark miſhapen * Clouds of many a Dye 


MA diffrent Object roſe to ev ry Eye, 
And the ſame Vapour, as your Fancies ran, 


\ppear'd a Monarch, or a Warming- pan. 

ell has Friend Whiſton ev'ry Scene apply'd, 

And drawn th' unmeaning Meteor to our Side. 

ow will the Accounts of that portentous Night 

ive his late Majeſty of Perth Delight, 

When he ſhall hear his Friends (tho' now oppreſs'd) 
ith ſharper Eyes than their dull Neighbours bleſt, 
zeheld two fancy'd Armies in Array, 

And that the Clouds were Whigs, that ran away. 
hat tho' on Earth he never fac'd a Foe, 

And gave up every fort without a Blow, 

et never let the Chevalier deſpair, 


Twere endleſs to relate the diff rent Shows 

hat in the Midnight Exhalations roſe, 

hile every Briton gap'd with wild Surprize, 

And, as he wiſh'd, interpreted the Skies. | 

Some of our Heroes, if they tell us right, 

Near Charing Croſs beheld a bloody Fight 

Of two fierce Amazons —— Who were they, ken ye ? 
Why who but Roch-—4, and that Tory, Fenny f. 
hey ſay our Heroine, in this dreadful Wrack, 

Laid the Scots Monſter on her Back ; 


* The late Meteor. 
7+ 4 Nick-name of Mrs, Fen—ck, 


Whence 
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Whence we infer, the Nymphs of Druvy-Lane 
Will, like their Siſter, many Conqueſts gain. 
While theſe at Wybury's in Ofober riot, 1 
Nanny broils Whigs and * Beef-ſtakes for her Diet. =. 
No Fare more luſcious can your Hearts regale 
Than fat Rump-Stakes—and might my Wiſh prevail | 
Each Beau ſhould have a Lick —at O—-d's Tail, 
Some of you frown—Why, Faith! ſhe's ſomething ſtale, 
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Theſe Verſes were writ on Ring George's i y 
irt h- Day, by Mrs. Centlivre, and 
ſent to the Ringers while the Bella 

were ringing at Holbeach iz Lincoln- ¶ v 


* A Beef-ftake Club kept at Nanny Roch—d's. 


ſhire. 4 

h | I. | M 

ULL on, be loyal, Holbeach Boys, v. 

And gall the Tories with your Noiſe, 
And ſhow you love your King. 

King George is he that ſav'd your Church, T 
The Facks had left it in the Lurch, 

At Tyburn may they ſwing. 4 

_—_ | Ti 

| G1 


II. Believe 


(13) 
II. 


Believe me, Lads, the High-Church Zeal 
Is like the Jack Das noiſy Peal, 

When perch'd up high on Steeple, 
Who never to the Church did good, 
But only ſoil and dawb the Wood, 
| _ And ſh—t upon the Steeple. 

III. 
. Diſdain the Artifice they uſe 

82 To bring in Maſs and Wooden Shoes 

With Tranſubſtantiation. 
Remember James the 24's Reign, 


7 

c 7 When Glorious Milliam broke the Chain 

25 Rome had put on this Nation. | 
ells IV. | 
In- | 


Would you again to Ruin run, 
0 And ſet up his pretended Son, 
So Rome's old Cauſe advance. 
Mark me well, you blinded Wretches, 
Your Puddings and your Bacon Flitches 
Muſt pay his Debts to France. 
| V. 
Then weed your Corn, and plough your Land, 
And by King George's Intereſt ſtand, = 
| Caſt Prejudice away ; | | 
— To abler Heads leave State Affairs, 
| Give Railing o'er, and ſay your Prayers 
For Store of Corn and Hay. 


lieve * | VI. With 
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44) 
| VI. 
With Politics near break your Sleep, 
But ring your Hogs, and worm your Sheep, 
And rear your Lambs and Calves; 
And Royal George will take ſuch Care, 
That Rome and France no more ſhall dare 
Attempt to make you Slaves. 
| VII. 
And when your Leiſure will permit 
You round the good Ale Pot to fit, 
Your Loyalty proclaim, 
And each revolving Month of May 
Bleſs the Eight and Twentieth Day, 
That gave us George to reign. 


LEFT 


(15). 
A SONG, 


I. 

TAND up my Boys, off with your Hats, 

O And hear the Thing propoſed ; 

I queſtion not 

But all will do't, 

When once it is diſcloſed. 
Tall, Lall, Lall, &c. 


IE 
Let's all declare with one Accord, 
We'll abjure the Pretender ; 

In George's Line 

Shall ever ſhine 
A Britiſh Faith's Defender. 

Tall, lall, Iall, &c. 


III. 
Here's to thee, Friend, Great George's Health, 
Our King and Conſtitution ; 
Pray let it paſs, 
Take each his Glaſs, 
*Tis for our Preſervation. 
Tall, lall, lall, &c. 


( 16%) | 


The Senſe of the Tories, who take the 
| Oaths with no other Deſign than to 
break them. 


UR Fathers of old took Oaths as their Wives, 
To have and to hold for the Term of their Lives; 

But we take the Oaths, like a Whore, for our Eaſe, 
And a Whore and a Rogue may pait when they pleaſe. 


The Whigs eAnſwer. 


© JOUR Fathers of old took Oaths for their Lives, 
To have 'em and hold em as faſt as their Wives; 
But as to your Whores, to your King you now ſwear, 
So go and be hang'd, like Rogues as you are, 


Or thus 
| [Heaven, 
OUR Fathers, like Men who had Thoughts of a 
Took the Oaths in the Senſe in which they were 
given ; 2 | 
But you, like your Brethren the Jeſuits, can find 

A Way to evade all the Ties of Mankind, = c 

So that nothing but Halters your Faction can bind. 


The 


Sk, i 


(17) 

The Preſideut of the General «Aſſembly of 
the French Clergy having, in his Speech 
to the Toung King, told him, that Lewis 
the 14th was the moſt formidable E- 
nemy to Hereſy, you will finiſh the 
Deſtruction of it: He was the Glory 
of France, and given to it by God, 
when they no longer dared to expect 
him, E9c. ſome Wags, to ſhew their 
Wit, have made the following Lines on 
this Article of the Archbiſhop*s Speech; 


(CY git Louis le Grand 

Que jamais il ne revienne 

Dien le donna & le reprend, 

D!1 pour toujours il le retienne. Amen. 


In Engliſh, 
eu, once call the Gift of God, 
Lies mould'ring in this Urn, 


rant, gracious Heaven, that Gift again 
fo Earth may ne'er return. Amen, 


C The 
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The following Lines were writ by an Offi- 
cer, on ſeeing Parſon Paul and Juſtice 
Hall executed. 


HOU ſerviceable Timber, hold thy own, 

Let not the Weight of Treaſon pull thee down. 
On thy Triangle may they meet their Doom, | 
On thee let all be hang'd who wiſh for Rome. 
Extend thy Tripple Arms acroſs the Land, 
Let thy Three Limbs at a great diſtance ſtand, 
And Ketch all ſuch deteſted Villains tye, 
Who'll Swear, Rebel, and yet Nonjurors die. 
Parſon, thy Cloth has oft had many a Blot, 
But hung in Air may now from Filth be got. 
Thy Cloth! That's Stuff: Thou haſt a greater Shame, 
Twere honeſt in thee to have chang'd thy Name; 
Not to have flurr'd that always ſacred Sound, 
And in his Name the Great Apoſtle wound. 
Thou FZuftice of the Peace, who wer't for War, 
Nonjuror too, yet didſt in all Times ſwear ; 
A Proteſtant, yet would'ſt Rome's Church advance ; 
An Engliſhman, yet lov'd the Power of France. 
Againſt King Groxce, ruling by Law, rebell'd; 
How happy we, thou and thy Friends are quell'd 
Who full of Nonſenſe, and fo apt for more, 
Papiſts you'd be, and Wood and Bread adore. 


Sti 


High- 


2 


ce 


r 
igh-Church Loyatty : or, a Tale of Tory 
Rebellion, To the Tune of Windſor 
Tarras. 1 


I 


Z O NA in Qualms, ſent 46h her Drabb for Eaſe, 


ne, 


And Hermodactyl 
Knew the Knack well, 
Patient how to pleafe : 
Ah! Dame, quoth he, I know where lies your Grief; 
"Tis Knaves and Pools, 
Thoſe Popiſh Tools, 
Muſt give you Heart's Relief, 
Soon a Pack was choſe, all Conſtitution Foes, 
Of Quacks and Squinnys, 
Rakes and Ninnys, 


Green and Grizled Beaus : _ by 
Strait this Gallick Brood, with all the Speed theß 


Tight Sunderland 
Did firſt Disband, 
With all Wiſe, Brave, and Good. 
H. 


)RMOND's put in (for MARLBOROUGH the Great) 


He made us Dance 
A March of France, 
To Ghent a Baſe Retreat: 


| 
! 
; 
k 
1 
i 


„„ 
PEACE, Crude and Vile, by Plenepo's was made, 5 
Gave up the Gains Hig 
Of Ten Campaigns, 
And all our Friends betray d: 
Councils rough and raw, our Conſtitution awe, 
| When Tools a Dozen, 
Choice and Choſen, 
Villains skreen from Law : 1 
GEORGE's Right they try to ſap, or ſet it by, 
And to Pꝛetender 
Would ſurrender 
CROWN and PROPERTY. 
III. 
But Dona dy d, when all theſe Sparks of Might 
| With Trojans came in 
For Proclaiming 
GEORGE's Royal Right. 
 Traytors and Tools with BRITONS brave addreſt ; BR 
Dark Simon, and bold 
Harry Gamboll 
Sign'd it with the reſt ; 
Nature ſoon took place of Loyalty and Grace, 
And e ery ſorry 
Tory, Rory, 
She wid his Native Face. 
Each Way far and near Rebellions ſoon appear, $ 
| In Mobbs, Diſquiets, 
Tumults, Riots, 
Treoſons ev'ry where, 


ca) 


High Church they cry, but gh and Peace deſpiſe, 
Wbereby tis plain 
They nothing mean, 
But Treaſon in Diſguiſe. 
What Church but Rome s, did Treaſon e'er advance, 
By Shams and Lies, 
Baſe Calumn ies, 
Blind Zeal, and Ignorance ? 
Hal and Scamoney their falſe Apoſtles be, 
Who teach em Faction, 
Foul Detraction, | 
Fraud and Perjury. [hew'd, 
Thoſe who keep the Road ſuch graceleſs Guides have 
| May come to ſwing 
In Hempen String, 
And die as Rebels ſhould. 
V. 
BRI TO Ns beware of Wolves in Shepherds Dan 
ä With Indefeaz- 
ible they teaze 
The Pulpit and the Preſs : 
Loudly they baul, Hereditary Right, 
Extend the Weaſon 
To vent Treaſon, 
Helliſh Rage and Spight ; 
Feſuit like they thus canting Preach and Pray 
For due Submiſſion 
Teach Sedition, 
When they bare not Sway : 
C 3 =_— 


e, 


( 22) 
Rant for Monarchy, yet Rightful Kings defy, 
With Sword and Piſtol 
Do reſiſt all 
Lawful Majeſty. 
VL 
TORIES no more your Paſſive Doctiines en 
For ſtill your Practice 
Plain in Fact is 
Nothing what you Teach ; 
. Preſton and Perth your Loyalty have cleard, R. 
And on the Plain 
Near to Dumblain 
'Your Mili and Sil appear d: 
Foſter was the Man this perjar'd Prank began, E 
And Rebels come 
At Beat of Drum, 
Which was a Warming ban. 
Marr, chat perjur'd Loon, diſplay'd his Banner ſoon, M. 
And doughty Gordon, 
Durk and Sword on, 
Then commenc'd Dragoon. 
VII. ( 
Soon Forfler fled, with all his Coward Crew, 
Whilſt Carpenter 
Purſu'd 'em where- 
ſo er the Wrerches flew ; 
Oer Tweed they paſt, and o'er again in haſte, 
» By Wills were met, | 
And hard beſet 
In Preſton Proud at laſt. 


(2) 
Thus they fly the Field, and then as baſely yield, 
And at Diſcretion 
Pay Submiſſion, 
Rather than be kill'd ; 
Thence to London ſome o'th* Chiefs in Triumph come; 
Each with a Centry 
Made his Entry 
Here to meet their Doom. 
8 VIII. | 
RGYLE advanc'd from Sterling toward Scoon, 
But Perkin's Rogues, 
With Plads and Brogues, 
E'er he came nigh were gone ; 
Each Mother's Bearn on ſcamper'd to Montroſe, 
While bold Cadogan 
Faſt did jog on 
At their Arſes cloſe: 
on, Marr and Chevalier, o'erwhelm'd with panick Fear, 
Met there by Chance 
A Bark from France, 
And they on board her fteer ; 
Oord ring e ery Clan, tul Aberdeen they gang, 
But hoo they Il leek 
This parting Trick, 
Louſe underſtand e er lang. 


f 


"FE peat. 
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To the KING. 1 he 
| On His Majeſlys Landing in n. pen 
By Mr. Motteux. | 4 


at 
ine 
Spig 
he 


HE Muſz, who near thy Britains watry Bounds 


Here hail'd thee firſt, Great Prince, in Briti 
[Sound 


Now greets her Lord, who fond the World to bleſs, 
Comes o'er to fix the Greater like the Leſs. 

Hail ! Umpire of the Globe ! Bid Diſcord ceaſe ; 
Form mighty Leagues, awe Empires into Peace ; 
Juſt Claims aſſert, and ſpreading Terrors round, 
Make threat'ning Walls fall at thy Trumpet's Sound. 
Poiſe Europe's Ballance in thy ſteady Hand : 
Commanding Britain, the whole World c mmand. 
| Kings, Armies, Nations for thy Preſenc Wait; 
And from thy Dictates watch the Birth of Fate. 

What Joy thy good old Subjects now muſt boaſt ! 
For moſt they love thee, who have known thee moſt. 
Their Lord, their Father, they with Tranſports meet 
Feaſt on thy Smiles, and bathe with Tears thy Feet. 
Each for their Prince a thouſand Sports prepares ; 
Sports long negle&ed for Britannitk Cares. 
vet, while the Sov'reign acts a Father's Part, 

And all thy Subjects ſhate, like Sons, thy Heart, 
Think how, like Orphans, greater Nations mourn : 
4 hink each true Brton from a Parent torn, 


Like 


4 * 25 J 
1 ike Friends, like Lovers, till they felt the Smart, 
ET hey never knew how grievous tis to part. 
| Your other ſelf, your Genius tho' you leave, 
Depriv'd of you, they cannot ceaſe to grieve. 
rom ev'ry Part they for their Monarch call : 
aſte back! be ſeen ; be known; be lov'd by all: 
ind to the True, with Goodneſs charm the reſt ; 
Spi ight of themſelves, compel them to be bleſs d. 
heir Rights, their Faith, their Freedom ſtill maintain: 
reat GEORGE, for Europe condeſcend to reign! _ 
irm, like thy ſelf, heroick Virtue goes, 
ho” rugged Ways, high Rocks, and Crouds oppoſe, 
and, on the conquer'd Height, with Glory crown'd, 
Serene, and bleſs'd, commands the World around. 
Calm'd by thy Pow'r, the raging Storms are o'er ; 
Now ſhare the Sweets on thy Britanna's Shore. 
The Dragon's ſlain. No Danger more affrights : 
Sav'd by her GEORGE, ſhe courts but to Delights, 
Fove's Son o'er Seas ſo wing'd his airy Way; 
And freed the Fair, a Monſter's ready Prey. 


noſt. She (all applauding) prov'd his willing Prize, 

meet W Rage ſtrove in vain to break the grateful Tyes : 

et, His Prudence chang'd the Foes his Valour ſpar'd ; 
And, with his Bride, a Heay'n of Joys he ſhar'd, 


(26) 


A PROLOGUE ſpoke at the Open iT 
ing of the Mug-Houſe at the Roebuck| 
in Cheapſide, July 18. 1716. | 


B* ITO NS, when o'er the merry Mug we meer, 

Let's join our Hearts and Hands for Gezoxcs the 
And while the Loyal Toaſts go briskly round, [Great 
With harmleſs Joy let every Cup be crown'd. 

Let Tory Routs, tumultuous Riots raiſe, 

And prop their ſinking Caufe, by wicked Ways. 

We will not do, nor will we ſuffer Wrong : 

We've no need of Arms, we Il rout em with a Song; Il 
Enough they've felt the Fury of our Clubs, 

And learnt the awboleſome Diſcipline of Drubs ; Thy 
So oft before this choſen Band they've fled, A 
Now one Huzza,will ſtrike the Rebels dead. 

When high the Tide of Tory Faction ran, 

Bravely to ſtem the Torrent You began; 

When traiterons Miniſters their Country - ſold, 

And bought deſtructive Peace with Gallick Gold, - 
Your Generous Souls the baſe Deſign abhor'd, 

And figh'd in vain for Marlb'rough's conquering Sword. 
At laſt the Conqueror came, and then the XI NG, 


And now for thoſe you lately ſigh'd, you ſing. ing 
Advance your Mugs, for Gzoxct your King prepare By 
A loyal Health, and then a loyal Air. he) 


In Loyalty ſtrive always to be firſt, 
And in the beſt of Times forget the wort, 


(27) 


en The High-Church Rebel. To the Tune of, 
ck Begging we will go. 
| J. 
| 2 UR Rebels cry Religion, | 
| And damn and ſwear for Church ; 
WV ct for Revenge, and Power, or Gain, 
They'll leave it in the Lurch. 
For to Pop ry they will go, 
And to Pop'vy they will go. 
II. 
hey ve neither Truth nor Bravery, 
Nor Principles at all; 
Thy'll Promiſe make, and Oaths will take, 
And ftrait will break them all. 
So to Popery let them 
HI. | 
They promis'd Fames the Second 
To raiſe his Pow'r up high; | 2 
And then call'd in King William, * 


ong; 


; 
| And made the Bigot fly. 
word For to Whiggiſm they would go. 
7 IV. 
'y 


ing William next they cheated 
8 By knaviſh Tricks and Arts; 
hey clog'd his Wheels, and ſtarv' d his Cauſe, 
And then quite broke his Heart. 
O to Tyburn let them go. 


(23) 
V. 
Juſt fo they ſerv'd Queen Anne too, 
And bubbl'd every Way : 
They made her ſhift, and chop and change, 
And at laſt ſent her away. 
So to Tyburn {et them go. 
VI. 
And now unto our good King GEORGE 
They ſwear ; but lie and prin : | 
And Perkin they likewiſe abjure, 
But mean to bring him in. 
O ! to Tyburn they muſt go. 
VII. 
They rail at Presbyterians, 
And yet but lately did 
Set blinking Sim, and tricking Bob, 
To ſupport the Church's Head. 
Then to Tyburn let them go. 
VAL --. 
See how they pull down Meetings, 
To plunder, rob and fteal ; 
To raiſe the Mob in Riots, 
And teach them to rebel. 
O ! to Tyburn let them go. 
. IX. ; 
At Oxford, Bath, and Briſtol 
The Rogues deſign d to riſe ; 
But GEORGE's Care and Vigilance 
There's nothing can ſurprize. 
So to Tyburn let them go. 
X. Their 


heir 


(29) 
X. | 
Their Plot is all diſcover'd now, . 
Their Treaſon nought avails; 
The Tow'r and Newgate quite are full, 
And all our County Goals. | | 
So to Tyburn let them go. | 
XI. 
Their Strength is gone, their Hearts are broke, 
Our Mob converted are; | 
The Rebels empty Sculls will ſoon 
Perch up on Temple-Bar. | 
For to Tyburn they muſt go. 
XII. 
Baſe Ormond's fled and left 'em, 
And Perkin dares not come; 
And Gibbets are preparing 
For thoſe w'ave caught at home. 
Who to Tyburn ſoon muſt go. 
Then rub, ye Tory Scoundrels, | 
Away to perjur'd Marr, | | 
And ſtarve with Plad and Durk, 
And Target and Deſpair, 
If to Scotland you wwill go. 
XIV. 
But take due Care to get there, 
And make good cunning Trips; | 
For if ye meet with Carpenter, | i 
He'll cut you all to Chips; 2 | 
If to Scotland you «vill go. 


- 
r 


XV. Then 


(28) 
V. 
Juſt fo they ſerꝰ d Queen Anne too, a 
And bubbl'd every Way: 
They made her ſhift, and chop and change, | 
And at laſt ſent her away. | 
So to Tyburn {et then: go. 
And now unto our good King GEORGE 
They ſwear ; but lie and grin : 
And Perkin they likewiſe abjure, 
But mean to bring him in. 
O ! to Tyburn they muft go. 
| VI.. 
They rail at Presbyterians, 
And yet but lately did 
Set blinking Sim, and tricking Bob, 
To ſupport the Church's Head. 
Then to Tyburn let them go. 
. 
See how they pull down Meetings, | T] 
To plunder, rob and ſteal; 
To raiſe the Mob in Riots, PE 
And teach them to rebel. 
O ! to Tyburn let them go. 
At Oxford, Bath, and Briſtol 1 
The Rogues deſign d to riſe; 
But GEORG E' Care and Vigilance | Fo 
There's nothing can ſurprize. 
So to Tyburn let them go. 


X. Their 


heir 
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X. 


Their Plot is all diſcover'd now, 
Their Treaſon nought avails ; 
The Tow'r and Newgate quite are full, 
And all our County Goals. | 
So to Tyburn let them go. 
XI. 
Their Strength is gone, their Hearts are broke, 
Our Mob converted are ; 
The Rebels empty Sculls will ſoon 
Perch up on Temple-Bar. 
_e to Tyburn they muſt 6. 
XII. 
Baſe Ormond's fled and left em, 
And Perkin dares not come; 
And Gibbets are preparing 
For thoſe w'ave caught at home. 
| Who to Tyburn ſoon muſt 90 
0 XIII. 
Then rub, ye Tory Scoundrels, 
Away to perjur d Marr, 
And ſtarve with Plad and Durk, 
And Target and Deſpair, 
If to Scotland you will go. 
XIV. 
But take due Care to get there, | 
And make good cunning Trips ; 
For if ye meet with Carpenter, 
He'll cut you all to Chips ; . 
If to Scotland you evi ll go. 


XV. Then 


6 
5 XV. 

Then down with High-Church Rebels, 
They ſerve the Pop iſn Caule ; 

And all, tis plain, are Traytors, 
To Country, King and Laws. 


So to Tyburn they ſhall go. 
A SONG. . 


I, 
I'NCE the Tories cou'd not fight, 
And their Maſter took his Flight, 
They labour to keep up their Faction, 
With a Bough, and a Stick, 
And a Stone, and a Brick, 
They equip their Roaring Cre for Action. 1 
II. 
Thus in Battle Array, 
At the Cloſe of the Day, 
After wiſely debating their deep Plot hs 
Upon Windows and Stall oF 
They couragiouſly fall, 
And boaſt a great Victory they have got. 
1 At 
But alas ! filly Boys, 
For all rhe mighty Noiſe 
Of their High-Church and Ormond for ever, 


8 
A brave Whiz with one Hand, 
At Geoxct's Command, 
an make their mightieſt Hero to quiver: 


IV. 
For the Devil and Fack 
Do attend at their Back, 
With a ſtrong Nooſe, and a fiery Fiend, 
To carry them away, 
As their own proper Prey, 
And thus the Tory Faction will end. 


HHH: TOPOLOL Lo Eo LoroForepes 


Mr. Paul's Speech turr'd into Verſe, and 


explaind, for the Uſe of all Lovers of 
the Church, and the 44 Queen Anne. 


HEN the Rev'rend Paul, 
With his Friend Juſtice Hall, 
Had palſs'd by Saint Andrew's * 
Near that triple Tree, 
Which at Jyburn you ſee, 
He addreſs'd himſelf thus to the People: 


My Country-men dear, 
Obſerve what you hear, 

And let each make this proper Reflection, 
That in theſe ſad Times Nt 
Are Vertues deem'd Crimes, 0 * 

And the Habit I wear no Protection. 3 


(32) 


Becauſe that I roſe 

In Arms to depoſe 

That Prince, who the Scepter now ſways, 
To the Gallows Im brought 
For no other Fault, 

And Fack Catch puts an end to my Days. 


*Tis hard that I muſt, 
For what I thought juſt, 
| Beforc'd in a Halter to ſwing ; 
Yet ſince Death is near, 
Without Shame or Fear, 
Town James the Third for my King. 


Indeed I have 'ſwore 
Twice, thrice, and Times more, 
He had not the leaft Right to the Crown : 
The Living got, 
I am ſorry, God wot, 
Made theſe Oaths very glibly go down. 


Firſt William Naſſaw 

Subverted the Law, 

And tyranniz'd o'er the whole Nation; 
Then the late Princeſs Anne, 

Deny it who can, 

Continu'd the baſe Uſurpation. 


(33) 


Her, 2s both Good and Wiſe, 

You extol'd to the Skies, | 

And call'd her the Churches true Mother ; 
Yet how was ſhe good, | 
(Who, you ſay, underſtood) 

if ſhe really thought him her Brother? 


Nor content to have been 
Whilſt living a Queen, 
Determin'd to thwart Right Divine. 
By aſſenting to Laws, 
Which might baffle his Cauſe, 
ad ſet up the Hanover Line; 


I profeſs that I die 
Not of that you call High, 
But the Pure Church of England's Son, 
ln Communion with thoſe 
Who ſtoutly oppoſe, 
aat Schiſm which the reft has o er run. 


Of the Clergy that teach, 

And in Churches now preach, 

nere are few who have true Ordination, 
They Sacraments diſpenſe, 

To which they have no Pretence, 

nd lead you all ſtrait to Damnation. 
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The Nonjurors alone 
As Prieſts you ſhou'd own, 
Who enjoy the Apoſtolick Miſſion, | 
Are well gifted in Pray'r, 
And the choice Bleſſings ſhare 
Of an uninterrupted Succeſſion. 


Theſe for Prelacy are, 
As they frankly declare, 
Yet to Presbyters only ſubmit ; 
Since of Twenty and Six. 
On Four they can't fix, 
Whole Epiſcopal Right they'll admit. 


This Church ne'er can be 
From Danger quite free, 

For no one Aſſiſtance will lend her, 
Till Femmy ſhall come 
With Inſtructions from Rome, 

And prove her ſincereſt Defender. 


The Pope has decreed, 
And the Car nais agreed, 


He ſhall do what her Zealots require, 


Bring into her Pale, 
When other Means fail, 


: All thoſe who oppugn her, by Fire. 


635 
To keep Popery out 3 
Was a Sham, there's no doubt, 
To compaſs the damn'd Revolution, 

Which quickly let in 7 
All Atheiſm and Sin, $ 6 
und involy'd us e er ſince in Confuſion. 


The Misfortunes and IIls, 

Which each Patriot feels, 
have taught, and you well underſtand; 
You muſt theſe ſtill endure, 

And can ne'er be ſecure, 
ll a Papift is King in this Land. 


LOIOLDLOZOLOLE OTOL EEO LO COTOLOR OO? 


A New Ballad, calÞd, King GEORGE 
for England, or Perkin's Downfall. 
To an excellent new Playhouſe Tune. 


þ 

HE Cry is now that Perkix's come, 

With a Rabble of Iriſh Sons of Rome, 
To make us Slaves to the Pow'r of France, 
Whither Bullingbroke late took a Dance. 
But if the Pretender dares touch our Shore, 

The Troops our General led before 

Shall beat him, beat him, beat him, 
Beat him o'er and o er. 
D 2 


— = 
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II. | | 
Then, Britons, riſe, and maintain your Laws, 
For a Proteſtant King, and a Proteſtant Cauſe i 
What need we a fooliſh Bigot fear, 
When Reſolute GEORGE is here: 
Then let us the Facohite Rout deſpiſe, 
They ſoon will be down, and they never ſhalt riſe; 
For Harley, Harley, Harley 
Safe in the Tower lies. 
III. 
The Trickſters are found out at laſt, 
And ev'ry Knave to France makes haſte ; 
Then let the joyful Trumpets ſound, 
And each Man ſtand his Ground. 
We have nothing to fear from France or Spain, 
And if the Dear Foys dare croſs the Main, 
We'll whip 'em, whip em, whip em, 
Whip 'em to Lorain again. 


LR AL A LL JS 
On the Thankſgi ving-Day. 


> LO, touch your Lyre, and Golden Strinf 

And ſing of mighty Bleſſings, mighty Thing; 
In grateful Sounds our tuneful Voices raiſe, 
And teach the Rebel Faction whom to praiſe ; 
To praiſe a King by righteous Heaven ſent, 
And teach th'ungrateful Nation to repent ; 


Ing 
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gratitude's a Weed of every Clime, | 
thrives too faſt at firſt, but fades in Time: 
urſt may he be, and baniſh'd from the Great, 
Vho'd damp our Joys, but wou'd our Fears create; 
ho'd ſtamp falſe Notions on the Rabbles Mind 
gainſt a King, Brave, Generous and Kind: 
ho fond of Slavery, and courting Chains, 
xtol the Beauty of the worſt of Reigns ; 
ho Freedom curſe, and wou'd confound the Skill 
thoſe who'd make them happy gainſt their Will. 
eigh but their Actions, and the treach'rous End, 
o which their Riots and Rebellions tend; | 
ig with falſe Hopes to make their Perkin great, 
hey periſh by their Choice, not by their Fate. 
niſh'd from Britain, Vagrants may they be, 
That dare to plead for Gallick Slavery. 
ow have their Plots, contriv'd, and deeply laid, 
rov'd unſucceſsful, and their Guilt betray'd ! 
Fo perfe& what's begun, let us be bold 
ainſt thoſe who ſell our native Land for Gold ; 
n order to effect theſe Glorious Ends, 
et's ſcorn our Foes, and ſtand by all our Friends; 
Defend our Rights, compleat our great Deſign, 
By keeping true to th Hanoverian Line. 
n Times like theſe, when Traitors do maintain, 
hat Oaths can't bind, and Senate's Laws are vain ; 
Let us diſdain meanly to ſhrink or droop, 

oo ſtrong to ſhake, and much too brave to ſtoop. 
et thoſe who baſely ſtab our Monarch's Fame, 
Fall "y his Power, and by his Sword be ſlain. 
D 3 Great 


riſe; 


ings; 


Britannia ſcorns th Apoſtatizing Line; 


Let every Heart and Tongue conſpire to ſhow 


(38) | 
Great are the Curſes guilty Britain gains, | 
When tir'd with Freedom, ſhe rebels for Chains. 
Let's ſhew our Joy, fince Rome's great Hopes ſo fail, 
That Hanover cuts off her whole Entail. 
No more ſhall Bigot Phaetons aſpire, 
Nor furious Drivers ſet our World on Fire : 


George is our Brittiſh Champion all Divine. 
Like as the Sun diſpels the Miſts of Night, 
So George our Foes, and is ſerenely bright. 
It's an indebted World muſt only pay, 

In joyful Sounds the Rites of this Great Day. 


Our Monarch's Worth, that fature Times may know 
What Wiſdom, Virtue, what Perfections join, 
To make our Hero like the Gods divine. 


220022009294242299.202-24<0.9<9|f.. 
Oz King GEORGE's Birth-Day, 


OW, true Hearts, let's celebrate | May 
The Birth of a mighty Potentate, | 
GEORGE the Wiſe, the Juſt, the Great, 
Our King and Faith's Defender. 

Happy Day, that born was ggg, 
An Inftrument to ſet us free 
From Romiſh Yoke and Slavery, 
| Peſign d by the Pretender. 
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et us this Day drown all our Cares, 
Dur Joys ſur mount our former Fears, 
nd now return the Golden Years, 
That Britain long has wanted. 
ho* angry Creditors may frown, 
ho aim'd to keep our Courage down, 
et we'll be true to GEO RGE's Crown, © 

With Loyalty undaunted. 
Dur Foes may rail, and call us Knaves, 
et they ſhan't ſay we're Fools and Slaves, 
or ſhall they write upon our Graves, © 

That we betray'd the Nation. 
o all the World we do profeſs x 
Tho' in Misfortune and Diſtreſs) 
Our Country's Good and Happineſs 

We'll fight for, if Occaſion. 
May good King GEORGE fit on the Throne 
Belov'd by all, difturb'd by none) 
Till late he ſhall exchange his Crown 
For one of endleſs Glory. 
May his Bright Iſſue never fail 
To rule our Land with Royal Male ; 
May Pop'ry never more prevail, 
Nor Power Arbit' Tory. 
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But 

eA Halter for Rebels, or the Jacobitel 1 
Downfall. A moſt excellent new Bal. cee 
lad, to a merry old Tune, call d, The 1 
Old Wife ſhe ſent to the Miller her Er 
Daughter. WI 

| In 


I. 
Junto of Knaves met at Paris together, 
4 Lewd St. John, Bloody Berwick, and ſeveral more De 
With Frenchify'd Ormond, all Birds of a Feather, 


; Declaring for Perkin, that Son of a Whore : 0 
Each ſmil'd and æmbrac d, Opinions expreſt, 
And their Loyalty thus to young Femmy confeſt; 1 
They ſwore the lov'd Shamſter to Britain they 'd bring, 
| And all the Day long 


This, this was their Song, 
Dear Jemmy, dear Jemmy, depend on t, thou ſhalt be a King 


II. [disbanded, | 
Tho' Marlborough's with GEORGE, Sirs, tho we ait 
Thoꝰ our Plots are diſcover d, our old Schemes u 
If once more we get but our dear Hero landed, [done 
Great Britain ſhall yet be a Province of Rome; 
Of the Church's great Danger we'll loudly complain, 
Fool the Mob to believe it, or all is in vain; 
They ſwore the loy'd Shamſter to Britain they d bring 
And all the Day long, 
This, this was their Song, 


Dear Jemmy, dear Jemmy, depend on t, thou ſpalt be a King 
| II. Bu 


(41) 
III. 
But cer this vile Treaſon was brought to Concluſlon, 


ay The Senate the Facobite Rogues did detect, 


Great GEORGE rais d his Troops to their utter Confu- 
Reſolv d our Religion and Laws to protect; (ion, 
E'ry Day ſome new Rebel to Bar le takes Poſt, 
Whilſt Bob in the Cage ſwears the Game is all loft; 
In vain they cry, Help us, Oh ! Lewis and Rome, 
And all the Day long, 
Now this is their Song, 
Dear Jemmy, an Halter, an Halter's our Doom. 


0 04 0 IS ALOE EEE 


The Second Part of a Halter for Rebels. 
ing, To the Tune of, The Old Wife ſhe 
ſent to the Miller her Daughter. 


nore 


I. 
* vain are the Hopes of a Popiſh Pretender, 
In vain are the Schemes of a Facobite Cre w, 
True Britons their Freedom will never ſurrender, 
But ſtill to themſelves and their Country be true; 
Alike they deſpiſe a Bribe or a Threat, 


in, To riſe their own Fortunes, and ruin the State; 
The Defence of King GEORGE is their Aim alone, 
Ing) And all the Day long | 


This, this is their Song, 
No Popiſh Impoſtor ſhall e er wear our Crown. 


(42) 
II 


A Facobite valnes not Scandal or Shame, Sirs; 
' He's not a True Tory, whom Conſcience controuls, 
All know that Intereſt's their only Aim, Sirs ; 

How trivial their Country, how powerful Piſtoles ! 
They aſperſe, trick, and lye, ſwear too, then diſown ; 
Perſecution and Pride is their chief Religion. 

Shall ſuch then unpuniſh'd tempt our Laws and our 
No, all the Day long [Throne ? 
This ſhall be our Song, 
No Popiſh Impoſtor ſhall e er <vear our Crown. 
III. 
Let Mar, and his Villainous Aſſociation, 
Rebel, and pretend the Church is their Care; 
Since Great GEORGE protects our Religion and Nation, 
We lll ſoon ſhew the World what vile Raſcals they are. 
Were their Numbers ſuperior, they know to their Coft, 
With vaſt Odds on their Sides what at Blenheim they 

\ Joſt; 

That Tyrants and Slavery we have ſworn to pull down, 
And all the Day long, 
This, this is our Song, 

No Popiſh Impoſtor ſhall e er wear our Crown, 
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Verſes ſoo ken in the Club- Room at the 
Mu Houſe in St, Jones' 1 May the 
* of he 


74... 20 


— Saturnia Regna. 


— i 


ET Tories, vers'd in Outrages and Noiſe, 
Proclaim at Bonfires their diſtracted Joys; 
This muſt be own'd a wonderful Occaſion ! 
The Twenty Ninth of May— a chaſt King's Reſtaura- 
Unbounded Monarchy again took place, tion! 
And Right Divine was ſtamp'd upon the Race; 
. The Exil'd Heir Reſumes his Father's Throne, 
And kindly makes the Nation's Cares his own ; 
* Our Church, our Wealth, our Pleaſures to advance, 
Sends o'er for Prieſts, for Gold, and—— Whores from 
5 And to procure a thorough Reformation Trance; 
Mongſt canting Se&aries, debauch d the Nation. 
Bigotted James does next in Lineage come, 
Viceroy to Lewis, and a Tool to Rome; 
Laws and Coronation-Oaths were then a Langhter, 
And Property was truck'd——for Beads and Holy-Water : 
But Naſſau timely ſaw the curs'd Deſign, _ 5 
) 


And did in Concert with all Patriots join, 
To ſave the Nation, — without Right Divine. 
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Religion, Libetty, were then reſtor d, The 
And grateful Shouts proclaimd Him Sovereign Lord. 7 
In ſpite of France, and Fames's ſpurious Son, As 
For happy Anna he ſecurd the Throne. ] 
In brighteſt Annals were there ever ſeen Juf 
So bleſt a People, and fo Great a Queen? ( 
Till Factious Tories, with Religious Name, | 80 


Biſguis d their Treaſons, and procur'd our Shame ; | 
Urravell'd all ten conquering Years had done, 

And gave to France what Marlborough had won ; 

Betray d our Allies, and our Friends oppreſs'd—— W 
Our Enemies with Pleaſure tell the reſt. | 


| O: 
| 709 

e eee ee woop 

Ormond's Viſion. To the Tune of, The 
Children in the Wood. L 

A* I from Hunting came one Night, \ 

And laid me down on Bed, 
My Thought did on a Phantom light, \ 
Which did diſtract my Head. 
Befure my Eyes preſented was | 320 


| A Prince of high Renown, 
But yet ſome Rebels did his Cauſe, 
And Romans too, diſown. 
In oppolition to theſe two 
St. George that Hero ſtood, 
Who ſoon the Romiſb Dragon flew, 
Which thitſted after Blood, 


he 


he 
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The threat ning Storm o'er Albion hung; 
The Dragon vaunted high, 
As did Goliah, &er David flung 
The Stone of Deſtiny. 
Juſt as in Iſrael's Camp was ſeen 
Great Horror, Fear and Dread * 
So Britains having loſt their Queen, 
For fear their Church was dead. 
But lo ! to them Great GEORGE did come, 
And timely Aid he ſends, 
Who ſhall o'erthrow the Church of Rome, 
And her Pretender's Friends. 
Ox—— 4d I ſaw without a Head, 
The Tr—or's Heart held up, 
And Bolingbroke to France was fled, 
To live at Bar le Duc. 
Leſley was there, with many more, 
And I my ſelf from home, 
Who all did ſeek our native Shoar, 
But durſt not to return. 
Yet ſailing on the Seas we were, 
The Tories for to fue, 
Who with Judat we may compare, 
Since equally they're true. 
Methought the Sun deny'd his Light, 
_ The North-Pole hid his Face, 


As if being conſcious by their ſight, 


To them had been Diſgrace. 


(46) 
The Seas themſelves were raging 6 
The Ships were. almoſt loſt, 1 0 
In this Condition we hardly knew | 
Hov far to any Coaſt, 
For God who knew our evil Hearts, 
For Blood and Murther bent, 
Gave our Enemies Apollos Darts, 
And North-Pole to them lent. 
So Egypt Iſrael would deftroy, 
But Egypt fell; for why? 
God the Egyptians did annoy, 
And forc'd them for to fly. 
The Britains, truly truſty Men, 
By Heaven guided too, 
Ours within their Fleet did hem, 
And ev'ry Rebel flew. 
Then Perkin's Head on Temple-Bar 
Each Paſſenger might ſee, 
And Ox——4's too, from it not far, 
For breach of Loyalty. 
Bolingbroke was likewiſe nigh, 
'N Whom Bawds and Rebels moan ; 
And for my ſelf, as I paſs d by, 
The Ax did ſeem to groan. 


(47) 
oA 7 new Ballad: To the Tune of the 
0 


4 Man's Wiſh, If I live to grow 
old, Ge. 


5 
ERE's a Health to the King, 
Sound the Trumpet and Drum, 
And let Perkin, with all 
His Runagades, come : 
Let the Devil and Pope 
Advance in his Train ; 
We'll ſoon ſend him back 
To ſup in Lorain. | 
Then to GEORGE fill your Bowls, 
Til they overflow ; | 
Let's have no more Mrangling 
Of High-Church and Low ; 
The Pope and Pretender 
Alone is our Foe. | 
II. 
Next drink to the Prince, 
And his Conſort Divine, 
And the beautiful Offspring 
That round him do ſhine. 
In them we foreſee 
The Downfal of Rome, 
And the Facobite Faction 
Expiring at home. 


(48) 
Then to GEORGE Fl! your Bowls, 
"Till they overfion ; 
Let's have no more Wrangling 
Of High Church and Low : 
The Pope and Pretender 
Alone is our Foe. 
III. 
Then Britiſp Lads, boldly 
Stand faſt by your Laws, 
The KING and the Cuvnxcun, 
And the Proteſtant Cauſe, 
While Maxze'aovcn leads on, Boys, 
The Warming-pan Knight, 
And the Monſieurs of France, 
Wo'n't venture to fight. 
Then to GEORGE fill your Bowls, 
Till they overflony ; | 
Let's have no more Wrangling 
Of High Church and Low ; 
The Pope and Pretender 
Alone is our Foe. 
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Song for the 28th of May, the Birth- 
Day of our Glorious Sovereign Ring 
George. To the Tune of, The King 
ſhall enjoy his own. | 


* 
HE Time is now come, 
That we fear not France or Rome, 
Nor all the Rebel Tory Crew ; 
The Rebels we will hang, 
And the Tories we'll bang, 
As our Forefathers us'd to do : 
Let em Rant, and let em Swear, 
Let 'em Fight us, if they dare, 
We'll make them after Perkin run; 
"Tis the Twenty-Eighth of May, 
Eet us Revel it away, 
For Joy that the King enjoys his own. 
II. 
Then bring up the Jug 
To us Friends of the Mug, 
We'll toaſt the Royal Health around: 
For the Birth of the King 
Let us Quaff, Laugh and Sing, 
And ſee that bis Day with Mirth be crown'd: 
The Mob we need not fear, 
There's enough of us here, 


E > 


As the King's, who now enjoys his own, 


(50) 
To beat all the Tories about the Town: 
We have got a better Day 
Than their 29th of May 4 
For the King of our Hearts enjoys his own. 


Raiſe the Faggots higher, 


Weill have no Kitchen Fire, 8 

To celebrate King GEORG E's Day: Fs : 
Who the Deuce wou'd Care, \ 
Tho' the Doctor were there, 

And his Duke that did our Friends betray. 0 


Our Mugs now let us mind, 
We have three good Toafts behind, 
The Prince, the Princeſs, and Carter Jobn. : 1 
In all the Month of May 
We will keep no other Day, N 
But the King's, who now enjoys his own. | 
IV. Ir 
While the Bonfires blaze 
With our Healths and Huzza's, 
To Joy we all our Friends invite ; 
To Morrow, they ſay, 
We are threaten'd with a Fray, 
But a Fig for that, we'll laugh to Night; 
And if they dare come out, 
To try the t'other Bout, 
The Word is GEORGE, and their Work is done: 
For in all the Month of May 
We'll have no ſuch merry Day, 


No Po ih In oftor, but King George ar 
2 To Excellent Old Tune, 1 


I. 


Ouſe, Britons, rouſe; maintain your Laws, 


Your Country, all that's dear 5 


So good our King, ſo juſt our Cauſe, 


Let Rebels only fear: 
We will not tamely let a Crew 
Of trairerous Sots aſſume, 
Our Church's Good's their only View, 
When we know that Church is Rome. 
g = 
The poor Pretender we deſpiſe, 
And all his Slaviſh Train ; 
New Plots the Sots in vain deviſe, 
GEORGE only here ſhall ceign ; 
In vain the Villains hope Succeſs, 
And Puppet Femmy tries ; 
They Halters only ſhall poſſeſs, 


To the Gallows only riſe. 
X : III. 


No longer Rebels blinded be, 
Is that Wretch worth your Cares? 
That Coward, whom you plainly ſee 
To head your Party fears; 
He ſtill remembers Britain's Prince 
At Ramellie's fatal Plain; 
That Thought's enough to keep him hence, 
And haſte his Flight again. 
E 2 


IV. Then 


(52) 

: | IV. 

Then, happy Britons, bravely dare 

The Foe to meet your Arms ; 

They faintly make a Shew of War, 
Your Sight their Hearts diſarms. 

To GEORGE's Health your Glaſſes fill, 
*Tis that ſecures our Iſle ; | 

For Heav'n protects, and always will 
On its own Vicegerent ſmile. 


r 


Upon the Bells ringing at St. Martins in 

the Fields, on St. George's Day, 1716. 
Hheing the Anniverſary of Queen Anne's 
j Coronation. By S. C. a loyal Female 
6 in that Pariſh. 


I. 
ULL on, expiring Tory Boys, 
q And pleaſe your ſelves a while with Noiſe, 
| Y'have loſt all other Hopes; 
143 Your Loyalty to Perkin ſeal, 
Pull on, ring out your Fun'ral Peal, 
Then hang your ſelves i tb Ropes. 
II. 
"Tis Nancy's Coronation- Day, 
By whom ye hop'd to bring in play 
Young George, the Chevalier. 
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But Fate, who beſt diſpoſes Things, 
And pulls down Queens, and ſets up Kings, 
A better GEORGE ſent here, 
f III. 
No more the Danger of the Church 
Shall leave Religion in the Lurch, 
To ſerve a Popiſh Cauſe; 
To undermine the Nation's Friends, 
And bring about your Scoundrel Ends, 
To overturn our Laws. | 
IV. 
In ſpite of Neceſſary Peers, 
Created in thoſe Four Black Years, 
To fave that Traytor, Harley ; 
The major Part were firm and true, 
And Britain's Int'reſt to purſue, 
Did paſs the Bill moſt rarely. 
V. 
And, maugre all the Tory Hopes 
Of L-—'s Turn and S 's Troyes, 
Tis paſs'd the Lower Houſe ; 
And now a Fig for High-Church Daws, 
For their King Perkin, and his Cauſe, 
We need not care one Souſe. 
VI. 
TowNSUEND and STANHOPE ſit at Helm, 
And Heav'n, to bleſs the King and Realm, 
Has lengthen d WaLeoLE's Span; 


22 | Three 
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Three glorious Patriots, yet more true 
Than Rome or Sparta ever knew, 


Re 


Since firſt thoſe States began. 
| | VII. ; 
For WAILYOIE's Death the Popiſh Herd, 
As conſtant as the Day appear'd, , 
Sent up their Pray'rs to Mary; a 
. 1 
For to her Son they never pray, 
Since taught by Rome, the other way, 
T 
They never can miſcarry. 
VIIL 
But now they utter loud Complaints, A 
And curſe all Male and Female Saints, 
WALYOL Eſtill lives, their Curb; , 


And four long Years, at leaſt, muſt come, 
Eer French Piſtoles, and Friends to Rome, 
Our Liberties diſturb. 


eee e arrears I 


Trae Proteſtant Gratitude, or Britain's | 
Thankſgiving for the Firſt of Auguſt, 
Being the Day of His Majeſty's happy 
eAcceſſion to the Throne. To the Tune 
of, Draw, Capid, draw, Sc. 


„ 
W Hilſt ſiaviſh Facks their Sorrows boaſt, 
| And ftrive to eclipſe the Day 
That gave us GEORGE, retriev'd us loft, 
And doom d to France a Prey. 


* 


_v 
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Let all, who value Freedom's Cauſe, 
And Slavery deſpiſe, 
Rejoice for Him that fav'd our Laws, 
And learn the Gift to prize. 
| II. 
In vain, they ſay, tis ANNA dead 
That claims a pious Tear ; 
'Tis Britain by our Monarch freed, 
And Perkin's ſad Deſpair. 
The Popiſh Rebels thus declar'd, 
The Church their only Care; 
And Bumpkins were with Danger ſcar'd, 
Till Time ſhew'd what they were. 
| Il. 
Can any Man, that's juſt or brave, 
Join ever in that Cauſe, 
Which will the Conquerors enſlave, 
And put an End to Laws; 
With Wretches, void of Senſe or Shame, 
Who ſacred Oaths deſpiſe, 
Barter Salvation's ſelf for Gain, 
And Intereſt only prize. 
| IV. 
Tis true, the Jacks have Cauſe to mourn, 
And curſe the happy Day, 


That gave their Cauſe ſo bad a Turn, 


And drove our Fears away. 

But Men of Honour all muſt join 
In Bleſſings on our King, 

And none but Popiſh Slaves repine,. 
Whilſt we his Praiſes ſing. E 4 


eA New Song. To the Tune of, Which 


A perjur d falſe Loon, and his Name it is Mar. 
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no Body can deny; or, Rare Doings 
at Bath. 


I. 
Ttend, and T'l] you a Story that's new, 
Tis ſomewhat that's ſtrange, but yet it is true, 
To change a black Hat for a Bonnet that's blue. 
Which no body can deny. 

II. 
A Rogue of a Scot pretends to declare 
Againſt King and Country a traiterous War; 


Which no body, &c. 
III. 
This crooked Diſciple pretends he will bring 
A Popiſh Pretender, whom he calls a King, 
For which both himſelf and his Maſter may ſwing. 
Which no body, &c. 
| IV. 
By Oaths he has ſworn, and the Sacrament took, A 
His Hand and his Lips have been laid to the Book, 
And then like Judas his Maſter forſook. : E 
Which no body, &c. 


V. 
But firſt like true Heroes the Rebels we'll bang, | 1 
We've Axes and Halters to ſerve the whole Gang, 
And then too like Judas himſelf he may hang. | 
Which no body, &c. 
VL In 


* 
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VI. 
In Tumults and Treaſons the Facobites cry, 
The King's a Fanatick, I tell you for why, 
Becauſe he is not of a Church they call HIGH. 
Which no body, &c. 
5 VII. 
What Church tis they mean, tis plain we can tell, 
A Church that the Facobites know very well, 
The true Church of Rome, that teach Knaves to rebel. 
| Which no body, &c. 
VIIL 
To prove this Aſſertion, ye very well know, 
Three Traytors that ſwung for't, and not long ago, 
One ſaid he was High-Church, but wou'd not be low. 
Which no body, &c. 
i IX. | 
But when at Old burn he came to the Rope, 
He told em his Church did belong to the Pope, 
But ſtill would be High-Church as long as there's m_ 
Which no body, &c. 
X. 
A true Popiſh Project their Scandal to ſhow, 
On a Proteſtant Church, with their High and their Low, | 
But hang up ſuch Rogues, or the Church they'll o'er- 
mud en uch, Ke. (row. 
For Shepherds and Wolves to be in one Cauſe, 
Againſt our Religion, our Country, and Laws, 
When muſt the poor Church thus heal up her Flaws ? 
Which no body, &c. | 


/ 


XII. When 


(55) 
XII. 
When Ox—4, that eminent Structure of Study, 
In Riots and Treaſons their Heads are turn d giddy, 
The Streams muſt be foul, when the Fountain is muddy, 
HF hich no body, &c. 
XIII. 
A Proteſtant King and a Proteſtant Prince 
Three Proteſtant Kingdoms invited long ſince; 
But now like old Trickſters the Matter they'd mince. 
' Which no body, &c. | 
XIV. 
King GEORGE and the Prince, about let it paſs, 
The Princeſs and Iſſue, with all the whole Race, 
To Traytors and Villains Confuſion of Face. 
Which no body will deny, deny, &c. 


N e 20 


4 The Prologue ſpoke by Mr. Smyth, at the 
opening of his Mug-Houſe iz St. John's 
ne. 
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GENTLEME N, 


88 nothing can procure your Cuſtom quicker, 
Than to be loyal, and to have good Liquor; 
I humbly hope to ſee this Room each Night 

As fall as now, with Company as bright! 


Idy. 
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ks for my Ale *, I'm ſure tis right - for Cother— 
Why -I don't love to talk or make a Pother ; 
But oft I've been, tis known, with Jacks engag d; 
And oft for ſpeaking Truth the Fools enrag d. 
Yet always had Succeſs whene'er they rail'd ; 
For if That chanc'd to miſs—This +—never fail'd, 
But now you'll ſay, becauſe I'm Grand Pa Pa, 
He's old, and to a Tory muſt give way: | 
Hold not ſo ſaſt—Give me of This || a Plenty, 
III yet do Thus Il, or Thus **,—with one of Twenty. 
But banging ſeveral of theſe paltry Men, 
It coſt me many Scores of Pounds—what then? 
Your Viſits ſoon will make it up again. 
Nor is it for my ſelf I ſpeak alone, 
There is my Wife,—'tis true, ſhe 1s but one, 
But fegs ſhe'll play her Part againſt the Tyler's Son: 
In ſhort, our only Truſt's in Whiggiſh Friends, 
Let's have their Favour, and we gain our Ends. 
A Mug-Houſe Club has lent Long-Acre Fame, | 
And ſwiftly ſpread throughout the Realm its Name; 
So you, kind Sirs, can with the greateſt Eaſe | 
Make St. Fohn's Lane as famous when you pleaſe. 


2 


„ꝗ—— m 


— 


* Taftes it. | || Takes up the Mug. 
Pointing at his Head. Ill Mimicking to box. | 
+ His Oaken Towel, ** Mimickivg to Fence. © 
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by ( 60 ON 


Rueful Day : or the Tories Thankſ 


on June 7. 1716. Jo the 1 
0 Jon, . Ormond. 


t 1 
Ince it muſt be our wretched Caſe 5 
This rueful Day to ſe, 
We'll therefore each an Emblem wear 
Of what our Fate muſt be: | 
For Rue and Wormwood is our Lot, 
Since we have miſs d our glorious Plot. 
18 With a fa la Ia, 
| Il. 
But then be brisk, my bonny Lads, 
Chear up, my To x Boys, 
The Birth-day of our Monarch adds 
New Being to our Joys; 
Our Wormwood then we'll caſt away, 
And with the Roſe adorn the Day. 
| With a fa la, 
III. 


With Oaken Boughs we lately ſtrove 


To bully all the Nation, 

And hop'd by bluſtering in a Crowd 
To gain a Reſtoration ; : 

But we did rue that bitter Day, 

When Oaken Plants did briskly play. 


With a fa la, 


IV. Our 


Or 


4 52 * 1 
IV. | A 8 
Our bruiſed Bones do make us ae * 
Again to touch the Oak, n 
Or how we other Enſigns wears” |» 2 | 
That may the Wnics proyoke ; 1 8 
No, we will wear the ſcentleſs Roſe, 
Pale as the Hero of our Cauſe. F 
With a fo is 
. 
If this as all our Arts ſhould lack 
Of anſwering the End, 
And we loſe Hopes of bringing back 
Our long deſired Friend, 
We'll all die Martyrs for our K-—g, 
And make our r Exit i in a String. 


With a fa Ia la. 


3 


On the Pretender*s Expedition to Scot- 


land. To the Tune of Dear Catholick 
Brothers Oc. 


I. 
Rom Havre de Grace 
| Poor Perkin ſet Sail, 
Under Views of a Crown, 
With a Mob at his Tail. 


II. To 


(6). 


To PUR the poor 8 
From its tumbling down, 
And to gain Indefeazible 
Right to the Crown. 
III. 
0 A General who had 
More Fury than Brains, 
Was thought the moſt proper 
To Head the Mild Clans. 
IV. 
L/ And 2 Chaplain who had 
No Conſcience at all, 
Was thought full as proper, 
At Reſiſtance to Rail. 
V. 
With this bleſſed Crew, 
Oer th' Ocean he came, 
Juſt to ſee his old Friends, 
And to creep back again. 
| VI. 
But, to ſhew that he always 
Delighted in War, 
The very ſight of a Cannon 
Created a Fear. 
VII. 
And Gunpowder had ſuch 
An ill favour'd Scent, 
That he and his Friends 


Began ſoon to repent. 


VIII. And 


C653) 
| VIII. 
And it caus'd them to weep, 
When they ſaw the poor CHURCH, 
By a ſet of Falſe Brethren, 
Thus left in the Lurch. 
0 
But before he departed, 
He left them a Letter, 
Wherein he declared, 
His full Thoughts of the Matter, 
X. 
That ſeeing he had 
Neither Courage nor Hand, 
He Graceleſly left them 
No other Command, 
XI. 
Than that they all might 
Repair to their Quarters, 
Or elſe ſtand it out bluff, 
And ſo die all Martyrs. 


Funis Coronat Opus. 


Yours, Philo-Georgiug, 


GREAT 


X #49 - 


GREAT BRITAIN 's Triumph: Or, ſl * 
The  Demoliſhers demolifi/d, and the * 
Hopes of Prince Perkin's Friends and 


Abettors for ever extinguiſhd. To « | 
the Tune of, Now comes on the Glo-  .. 
rious Year. | 

Hear up and ſing ye Loyal Hearts, Th 
* Who have ſo bravely plaid your Parts, 1 
h To baffle all their helliſh Arts An 
1 * Who hate our Faith's Defender; 
May ev'ry Rebel now fall down, oh; 
| That would deprive him of his Crown, of 
0 Or in the leaſt Prince Perbin own, ul 
if That filly vain Pretender. 
0 Tis ſtrange that ſorry, ſcoundrel Child, A 
U. By any Wretches ſhou'd be ſtyl'd | Hy 
C.treat James the Third, ſerene and mild, Fo 
C To whom they'll till be Loyal; 
| For let thoſe Rebels, if they can, Ou 
| 7 Make us forget the Warming Pan, of 
ul Which firſt convey'd that pretty Man In 
Into the Chamber Royal. 
The Youth has now loſt Heart and Head, Th 
For ah! his brave * Smock Hero's fled, Di 
His Grandſire Lewis too is dead, | Bre 


Was ever Fate ſo cruel ? 


— 


* The Doe-Hunter. 


- 


| With 


ith 


(65) 
And if his hearty Friend Lorain _ 
Should truſt him on the Britiſh Main, 
With Bricks we'll pelt him back again, 
Or maul him with a Trowel. 
A Cap he may have from the Pope, 
But from old England he muſt hope, 
For nought unleſs it be a Rope, 
Which he does richly merit. 
The Ape entrapp'd muſt not complain, 
Since he forſooth as King would reign, 
And why ſhould Perkin then diſdain 
The Ape's Lot to inherit. 
Well then, adieu, thou empty Thing, 
Ve have a Rightful, Gracious King, 
Whoſe Praiſes we will ever ſing 
With Heart and Voice unfeigned, 
A Prince he is of ſuch Renown, 
His Real Worth deſerves a Crown, 
For æ greater Hero ne er was known, 
Whoſe Honour ha'n't been ſtained, 
Our Britiſh Annals ſpeak at large, 


Of wondrous Things done by St. George, 


In reſcuing of a beauteous Charge, 
This, this we juſtly brag on, 

The Valiant and IIluſtrious Knight 

Did with undaunted Courage fight, 

Brought off the Fair, and flew out-right 
A huge, unweildy Dragon. 


F 


But 


een 
But th * Dragon of a Scarlet Red, 
With Ten ſharp Horns and ſeven-fold Head, 
Whoſe fury Potent Princes dread, 

Our Glorious KING ſhall conquer, 
And then more truly we may ſay 
Our Britiſh Gxoxc did bravely ſlay 
The Dragon fam'd for bloody Prey, 

Which for our Lives did hanker. 
Our Monarch's Praiſe by this ſhall roll 
More ſwift than Shot from Pole to Pole, 
No Earthly Prince ſhall him controul, 

But beg his kind Aſſiſtance. 
Rome long with fatal Errors loſt, 
Shall find its curſt Deſigns all croſt, 
It never more ſhall us accoſt, 

Or make the leaſt Reſſiſtance. 


VA IN ANN NANA A A ANA A} 


full and ample Explanation, 
Of one Ring James's Declaration. 


we all the Charms of France and Nome, 
I ro my Native Country come; 

Popery in one Hand, (from our Mother) 

And Slavery I bring in th' other, 

To Reſcue you from the Oppreſſion 

Of Laws and Proteſtant Succeſſion : 


* Papal Rome, 


* 


_ 
I doubt not but each honeſt Tory 

Will own my Right Hereditary. 

Know then I am the very Man, 

Deſcended from the Marming-Pan. 

I've hard ſome Pireſts with ready Rino, 

To prove my Right Fure Divino. 

No Union ſhall henceforth moleſt, 

But Party-Diſcord fill the Breaſt 

Of my true Subjects, who defy 

The Name of Chriſtian- Charity. 

I've brought the neceſſary Tools, 

To ſerve the Xnaves, and pleaſe the Fools, 
Here's a French Spunge, with which I'll pay 
The Nation's Debts the ſhorteſt way. 

For Perjury here's a Diſpenſation, 

Will cure the Qualms of half the Nation. 
To ſhew I am the true Pretender, 

My Subjects of the Doubtful Gender, 

| value moſt, ſuch as will break, 

Oaths for pretended Conſcience ſake ; 

Pretend the Danger of the Church, 

Only to leave it in the Lurch. 

To their new Schemes I am no ſtranger, 

[1] quickly put it out of Danger. 

[ll change the Genius of the Nation, 

By a new Tranſubſtantiation. 
And make your darling Church become, 
From Church of England, Church of Reme ; 
Yet can pretend to act the Thing, 
Call d Proteſtant, as well as A 

2 


(68) 
In doing this, I make no doubt, 
My Higb-Church Friends will help me out, 
That my Succeſs, and their own Ruin, 7 
May both appear to be their Doing. 
Had my Dear Siſter been but living, 
I might have hop'd it of her giving; 
But ſhe alas, is gone, and all 1 
Her lateſt Servants, I could call 
My Friends, diſgrac'd, and out of Power, 
Nay ſome committed to the Tower, 
' Imjeach'd! Who then but muſt reſent, 
To ſee a Britiſh Parliament, 
With all the Power of Arms and Laws, 
So zealouſly oppoſe my Cauſe : 
Pay Dutch, raiſe Engliſh Troops and Seamen, 
And may, perhaps, bring more from Bremen. 
Can my good Subjects bear this ſtill, 
And thus be ſav'd againſt their Mill? 
However, if you'll ſtill conſent, 
To Damn that Thing call'd Parliament, 
Burn Magna Charta, bring Confuſion 
On all Things ſince the Revolution, 
Be govern'd by no other Meaſure, Th 
But my own Sovereign Will and Pleaſure, ; 
I'll pardon all, and what T've promis'd, grant ye, Ani 
All Oaths of Coronation, non obſtante. | 


To Mr. G. R. In 


} ! 


(6) 


The Tories Letter to the Pretenders 
To the Tune of, To you, dear Ormond, 
croſs the Seas, Oe. 


0 you, dear Femmy, at Lorain, 
We mournful Tories ſend ; | 
Unleſs you'll venture one Campaign, 
Our Cauſe is at an End: | 
We've nothing left but to be ſtout, 
For all our Plots are now found out, 
With a fa, la, la, la, "I 


We ſent you firſt Lord Bolingbroke, 
In hopes to bring you over, 

And then we ſent wiſe Ormond's Dake, 
That Rival of Hanover ; 

You need not fear if you are beat, 


Since he's ſo good at a Retreat. | 
With a fa, la, la, la, &c · 


The Church, with Pray'rs, will fight for you, 
The Mother Church of Rome, 
And full of Grace and Money too, 
How can you be o'ercome ? 
And ſince you come to raiſe her Head, 
In Church's Cauſe you muſt ſucceed. 'S 
With a fa, ta, ba, ta, Se. 


F 3 What 


* 


(70) 
What tho* Old Lewis he is gone, 

The Pope is on our Side, 
And he will lift you to the Throne, 

And there your Counſels guide ; 
Whilſt Berwick, and your Irijþ Guard 
Give Heretic their due Reward. 

With a fa, la, la, la, Ne, 


The Ways of Fortune oddly run, 
Then be not now caſt down, 
She rais'd you from a Tyler's Son, 
To raiſe you to a Crown ; e 
Then haſten here, if you be wiſe, ; 
For ſoon the People will have Eyes. 
With a fa, la, la, Ia, &c, 


CC 8 8 888 8888888 85 0 


eA Trip to the Mountains. 


I. 

| Nable now the Sword to weild, 

| Th Or in fair Fight to keep the Field, 

| Falſe Mar is — to Dunkeld, 

II. 

What means ſo many a Barricade ? 
Which to ſecure his Flight is made, 

Since Deſtiny has no Blockade. 


i. 


xc. 


lis 


(71) 
III. 


His famiſh'd Troops, I know, will pine, 
And look ere long like Pharaoh's Kine, 
For all his Mealy Magazine. 

IV. 
Dumblain has put him in Diſtreſs ; 
His Danger now is not the leſs, 
From Elgin and from Inverneſs. 

V. 
Each Rebel-Clan ſhall loſe a Head, 
In Murder and in Plunder bred, 
For Forfar's Blood ſo baſely ſhed. 
VI. 

Whilſt S————: in Allegiance reels, 
Huntley and Seaforth take to Heels, 
And Mar to the next Sea-port fteals, 

VII. 
Let every Highlander hie home ; 
For Madneſs 'tis for Country Loon, 
To crown a baſe-born Thing at Scoop. 


poop e e core 


 eAdvice to the Britons. 


\" lp a Buſtle is made about High-Church and 
(Low-Church, 


By 2 Pack of lewd Knaves that in Truth 


F 4 


are of no 
(Church ! 


What 


(72) 
What a knocking of Pates have we ſeen by the Mob, 
Who fight High or Low, as they're paid for the Job! 
What a Zeal have ſome ſhown a poor Meeting to batter, 
Who cry out for the Church, tho they never come at her! 
Brave Britons be wiſe, know your Friends from your Foes, 
And be not ſo ſtupidly led by the Noſe, 
Tell the Doctor how well may Falſe Brethren deride us, 
When ſuch knaviſh Diſtinctions are coin'd to divide us, 
Bid his Gravity clearly this Kiddle explain ; 
A Low-Church that's Devout, and a High that's Proſaye, 
Let him tell ye how Railing and Mobbing agree, 
With his Paſſive-Obedience to Sov'reign Decree ; 
Or an Oath to the King, with a Health to Pretender, 
Or the Proteſtant Faith, with a Popiſh Defender. 
Let him tell you when Kingdoms were flouri ſhing made, 
By encouraging Prieſteraſt, diſcouraging Trade ; 
When a King that was wiſe, us'd a Condudt ſo ſtrange, 
As to build up a Steeple with Stones of th' Exchange? 
When Zealots by Fines and Priſons were frighted, 


( 
N 


Or the Fire of Devotion in Smithfield was lighted, ( 
View the Company well among whom you engage ; 
On his Side are all the lewd Names of the Stage. 


Bully Huff ſwears like Thunder, and ſwaggers and draws | 
Let who will go to Pray'rs, he'}l go fight for the Cauſe. | 
Harry-ſtippus ſwears high by his Brandy and Bottle, 
He could ſtand for High-Church tho he ſwallow'd a Pottle, | 
Robin-Hood from Zioh-way and Higl- Church ne re will ſtan, 

d be'll viſit St. Andrews, tho' 'twere in a Cart. 
But to make up the Wonder ſee Teague O Divelly, 
Swears by his own Shoul he loves Shurſ» as his hes © 


Ane, 


8e, 


(73) 

And is n't this now a moſt bleſs'd Reformation, | 

Which the Reverend D-Ct-r has wroughtin the Nation? 

That Ruffians, and Robbers, and Drunkards, and Monks, 

Prove as true to his Cauſe, as Bullies to Punks ! 

That High-Church and the Play-houſe love as Daughter 
and Mother, 

And what's a Hero in One, is a Saint in the Other ! 

Then give Pat parting ſome Ghoſtly Advice, 

Cloſe to ſtick to his Text, as to Beggars do Lice ; 

Not to dabble in Politicks, left he beſot him; 

For whoe'er was his Sire, Mazarine ne'er begot bim; 

Not unmindful to be of raſh Icrus Fate, 

Who once Flying too High, repented too late. 


e eee eee eee 


eAn eAlluſion to Horace, Book I. Ode 
XXII. 


(a) H E Man that loves his King and Nation, 
And ſhuns each vile Aſſociation, 

That truſts his honeſt Deeds i'th' Light, 

Nor meets in dark Cabals, by Night, 

With Fools, who, after much Debate, 

Get themſelves hang'd, and ſave the State, 


Ls — 


(a) Integer vite, ſceleriſque purus, 
Non eget Mauri jaculis, neque arcu, 
Nec venenatis gravidũ ſagittis, 


Fuſce, pharetra : 
APY Needy 


(74) 
Needs not his Hall with Weapons ſtore, „ 
Nor dreads each Rapping at his Door; =, Vii 
Nor ſculks, in fear of being known, (d] 
Or hides his Guilt in Parſon's Gown ; In 
Nor wants, to guard his gen'rous Heart, 7 Ne 
The Ponyard or the poiſon d Dart; M 
And, but for Ornament and Pride, | At 
A Sword of Lath might croſs his Side, | . 
(b) If o'er St. Fames's Park he ſtray, 
He ſtops not, pauſing in his Way; Li 
Nor pulls his Hat down o'er his Face, 0 
Nor ftarts, looks back, and mends his Pace, N 
Or if he ramble to the Tower, Se 
He knows no Crime, and dreads no Power ; A 
But thence returning, free as Wind, L 
Smiles at the Barrs he left behind. C 
(e) Thus, as J loiter'd r'other Day, 
Humming—0O every Month was May 
And, thoughtleſs how my Time I ſquander'd, 
From Whitehall thro' the Cockpit wander'd, 


mms 


(b) Sive per Syrtes iter æſtuoſat, 

Sive facturus per inhoſpitalem 
Caucaſum, vel que loca fabuloſus 
Lambit Hydaſpes. 

) Namque me ſylvũ lupus in Sabina, 
Dum meam canto Lalagen, & ultt 
Terminum curis vagor expeditys, 

Frentt tnmerem, 


(75) 

A Meſſenger, with ſurly Eye, 

View'd me quite round, and yet paſs'd by, 

(d) No ſharper Look or rougher Mien 

In Scotiſh Highlands e'er were ſeen ; 

Nor Ale and Brandy ever bred 

More pimpled Cheeks, or Noſe more red ; 

And yet, with both Hands in my Breaſt, 

Careleſs I walk'd, nor ſhun'd the Beaſt, 
(e) Place me among a hundred Spies, 

Let all the Room be Ears and Eyes, 

Or ſearch my Pocket-Books and Papers, 

No Word or Line ſhall give me Vapours. 

Send me to Whigs as true and hearty 

As ever pity'd poor 1 — ? 

Let T—-—4d, S be there, 

Or R—— W——e in the Chair. 


(d) Quale portentum neque militaris 
Daunia in latis alit eſculetis : 


Nec Fubæ tellus generat, leonum 


Arida nutrix. | 
(e) Pone me, pigris ubi nulla camfpis 
Arbor æſtivũ recreatur aurd : 
Quod latus mundi nebule, maliiſque 
Jupiter urget : 
Pone ſub curru nimiùm propinqui 
Solis, in terra domibus negatd; 
Dulct ridentem Lalagen amabo, 
Dulce loquentem. 


(76) 
Or ſend me to a Club of Tories, 
That damn and curſe at Marlbro's Gloties, 
And drink but ſure none ſuch there are 
The Dev'l, the Pope, and Rebel M—-r : 
Yet ſtill my Loyalty I'll boaſt, 
King GEORGE ſhall ever be my Toaſt; 
Unbrib'd his glorious Cauſe TIl own, 
And fearleſs ſcorn each Traytor's Frown. 


COPE CIO COT OOTY 
MAR, alias RAM. eAn «Anagrarm. 


AR (read it Ram the other way) 
Has made a Puſh, and loſt the Day, 

And turns his Tail to Firth of Tay. 
Perhaps (tho' ſo well taught to trick it) 
Caught by his Back in Highland Thicket, 
At laſt a Victim he may bleed, 
For leading wrong that ſhappged Breed, 
Which now in doleful manner lain, 
Cover the Fields about Dumblain. 

This tatter d Flock might have lain fill, 
Or ſafely skip'd from Hill to Hill, 
Knapping ſhort Commons on a Rock, 

Far from War's Din, or Battle's Shock: 
Within their Pens (their Clans I mean) 
They might have graz'd their coarſe Demeſn, 


(77) 

If one crook'd Maſter of the Herd, 

Had not thus led them by the Beard, 
Caus'd them to ftray from Shire to Shire, 
To daggle deeper in the Mire. 


Now ftripp'd of Plads (their native Fleeces) | 


See! how they run to Clefts and Breaches, 
Content to ſhiver in a Cave, 
Rather than find a Lowland Grave. 

No ſooner got on Champion Ground, 
Than ſome are put in Preſton Pound; 
Others fly into Fold at Perth, 

When (Lyon like) Argyle comes forth. 
Regardleſs of Rebellious Bleat, | 
Argyle at Sterling takes his Seat, 

Lies Couchant in neglectful Way, 
Prepar'd to ſpring upon his Prey: 


But when th' inſulting Ram appears, 


Heading his hardy Mountaineers, 

He quits his Den with Rage to fall on, 
And kills and Waſtes to River Allan; 
Aſſerts the Royal Rampant Cauſe, 

Fights for his Country, and the Laws, 
And tears his Foe with Britþ Pays. 


228 


(18) 


1 Whig-Riddle for the Tory Onien- 
Hunters, c. To the Tune of, You 
Fair Ladies. 


| I; 
G? doting Wretches and enquire; 
Why Crickets make a Dinn, . 
Within the Verge of Kitchin Fire ? 
And why the Spiders ſpin ? 
Solve but theſe Doubts and I'll declare, 
Tories true Engliſh Subjects are. 
I. 
Go ask the Swine, inform your Minds 
Why with ereted Noſe, 
They threaten the Approach of Winds, 
Before the Tempeſt blows ? 
Declare but this, and PI ſoon ſhew 
Rebels are Subjects good and true. 
III. 
Queſtion old Dames, why it portends 
That pregnant Clouds ſhall break 
To Showers of Rain, if Smoke deſcends, 
Or Corns or Noddle ake ? 
When this Point's clear'd, tis underſtood 
The Pope promotes the Church's good. 
IV. 
Whence is't when Ignes Fatui blaze 
Affrighted Ruſticlæs run? 


. 


(79) 
Go ask the Swallow why ſhe flays 
No longer than the Sun ? | 
The Paſſive P———ts, this Truth advance, 
No Ionger Pipe no longer Dance. 
1 
Demand how they the Church ſuſtain, 
Who durſt betray the State? 
Next ask how they who gave up Spain 
Increas'd our Store of Plate ? 


Ind in Return I'll fairly ſing, 


A Tory ſerves his God and King, 
| 3 
Go ask the Men of Oxford, why 
some Wights who late wore Garters, 8 
Came to be canoniz'd as Saints, 
Ere they commenc'd as Martyrs? 
Let Alma Mater ſhew a Reaſon 
Why Loyal Feaſting's counted Treaſon. 
3 VII. | 
Vengeance is ſure altho' ſhe's flow, | 1 
And moves on Leaden Wings, 
Nor ſhall they unregarded go, 
Who vex the beſt of Kings, 
And Britiſh Fuſtice tho they huff her, 
Says Oxford and her Earl ſhall ſuffer. 


(Joy 


* 


(Joy after Sorrow) eA New Song, the 
Words made to the D' Aumond's Mi. ”” 
anet, #7 T. D 


L | 
ET Burgundy flow, 
Let the Glaſs run o'er, let the Glaſs run o'er a 
> To cure all our woe, | (Boyz, 

Let the Glaſs run over the Brim, 

| Tho' Anna is gone, | 

Think of it no more, think of it no more Boys, 

Great GEORGE now comes on, 

Toaſt away your Bumpers to him, 
Tho' the fewds were ſo big, 
Twixt the Tory and Whige, 

That the Miſchiefs purſuing, prov'd almoſt our Ruin, 
Like a Prophet I know, | 
They will be no more ſo, (and Low, 

We've a KING will unite now, both High-Church 

II. 
And now your Hand's in, 

Fill it up again, fill it up again there, 
To all theſe brave Men, 

Who their hate to Lorrain bear ſtrong, 
Who frantick with Pride, 

Boldly durſt defend, lately the Pretender, 
And if I'm not wide, 

Will be ſure to pay for't e'er long, 


(037 
Not a leſs Glaſs let's have, 
he W To the Cattalans brave, 
li. Who hold out with a Glory, not equall'd in Nor, 
For not Ceſar in Gaul, 
Nor the great Hanibal, 
Ever equall d their Chief with a number ſo ſmall. 


| EEERDEIASIADGDIAIESSG 
m An Epitaph on Bona-Fide. 


ERE lies an Old Man of Seventy-ſeveng 
Who dy'd as he liv'd, yet hoped for Heaven : 
For Faith and Good Works, the two ſaving Things, 
He out-did all Potentates, Princes, and Kings : 
There's Utrecht and Ryſwick, and Spaniſh Partition, 
014 Renunciation, and New Demolition. | 
And as for Good Works, no Man had the like, 
Begin at Landau, and end at Mardyke: 
ow. For if the Moſt Chriſtian wants Juſtification, 
ch His only Good Works are Fortifieation. 
And as for his Sins, the Feſuits make gbod, 
That he gets Remiſſion by ſhedding much Blood, 
Some thought him Immortal, ſome Honeſt and Juſt, 
Yet he rotted and died in the Month of Au—guft, 
As did his good S——r now moulder'd to Duſt, 
But the Mortification is greater by far, 
To Pope, Turk and S—e, and Knight of Le Bar: 
To Jacks and falſe Furors ſuch Deaths are ſad Stories, . 
For Old Bona Fide was Head of the Tories. | 
G But 


in, 


(82) 

But as he lay dying on Royal State-Bed, | ( 
Rememb'ring beſt Friends, tis whiſper'd, he ſaid, 
O Robin of Radnor, Take Care of thy Head + 
O James Duke of Or mond, my Iriſh Dear Foy, 0 
T bequeath thee to Villars, when he wants a Decoy; 
O high. mettl d Harry, go cool thy lewd Fire, 
By Maintenon's Leave, with her Nuns of St. Cyr. 
O Bold C of Sn, Expect a Defeat; 
O Turk in Morea, Reſolve to Retreat; | 
O Philip of Spain, More tractable prove; 
O Duke of Lorrain, Pretender remove; 
O Clement of Rome, Thy Church-Bull recall ; 
And, if Worceſter ſays trae, Prepare for a Fall, C 
For GEORGE of Great-Britain will manage you all. 


ſeed) hf $f feeder ſeed ee 


Song to a Minnet at a Ball,on the ha 
Zy Coronation Day of GEORGEo 
Ring, October the 20th. Set by M 


William Corbett, one of his Majeſtn C. 
Servants, for two Voices, * 
5 | 

TAIL happy Day, The 

That did diſplay, 7 

The Coronation of our KING. fl 


. Hail happy Day, 
That did diſplay, 
The Coronation of our KING, 


(833) 
) Chorus. Let all rejoice, 
And with one Voice, 
The great King GEORGE his Praiſes ſing. 
Chorus, Let all rejoice, 
075 And with one Voice, 
The great King GEORGE his Praiſes ſing. 
| II. 
Tis He, Tis He, 
That keeps us free, 
And with his mighty Strength defies ; 
The Chevalier, 
From coming here, 
Chorus. And quells his Traiterous Allies. 
III. 
Grant Heaven, He wears, 
For many Years, 
The Gift of Providence his Crown ; 
And may all thoſe, 
That are his Foes, 
By Loyal Arms be ſoon cut down. 
Chorus. Grant Heaven, &c. 


ARE 2 d IRR 
The Right and True Hiſtory of Perkin. 


To the Tune of, —— O London is a 5 
fine Town, | "1 


E Whigs, and eke you Tories give Ear to what 1 1 
| (Sing, 


For it is about the Chevalier, that filly Mou d- be- Ring: 
62 He 


(34) 
Me boaſts of his Nobility, and when his Race began, Soor 


Tho' his Arms they are Two Trowels, and his Creſt 2 Wh. 
( Warming-pan ll Y 


When firſt he came to Scotland, in our Dear Siſter's Reign 
He look d, but did not like the Land, and ſo went Home 


(again _ 
Ye Whiggs, and eke you Tories give Ear to what | Vit 
(Sigg 1 
For tis about the Chevalier that ſilly Wou'd-be-King, ¶ rne 
Soon aſter, our Dear Siſter, did make a Peace with Franz * 
And then the Perkinites did laugh, to ſee the Devil ag 
e Whigs, &c. (dance 
* And then to . the growling Whigs, who Perk: * 
i (could not broo * 
1 The ſlim young Man was ſent to graze, as far as Bu Ye 
| Ye Whigs, &c. C 
h WE This 
i But yet when D'Aumont hither came, to tie the Leap, 
. (full clok Becat 
j Young Perkin tarry'd at Lorrain, or came to Som i ve 
| Ye Whigs, &c. | (bow 
ö | Ther 
The L=ds then did Addreſs the Qn to do what ſh 
(deny W And 
Until Sir Patrick, and the Prigg, were ſafe on tothꝗ ve 
Ye Whies, &c. | (Sid 
; : They 
Then came a Proclamation out, to give five Thouſa 
(Poul The 
To any one who Perkin took upon the Engli iſ Gro 


Ye Whigs, &. 
& 


(85) 
gan, Noon after, Semper Eadem, this Mortal Life departs, 
Yeſt a Which Thing almoſt broke Chevalier's and Bona fide's 


gan Ye Whigs, &c. (Hearts, 
Reign 
Homel Then * GEORGE of Hanover, to happy Britain 
again (comes, 
chat I Vith joyful Noiſe upon the Thames, of Trumpets, and 
(Sing Ye Whigs, &c. (of Drums. 
King. The Trait'rous T. ory Tools, then did cringe to ſeek foo 
France (Grace, 
Der ind ſwore to be moſt Loyal Lads, if they were kept in 
dance Ye Whigs, &c. (Place. 
Perk But when the Leaders found the King their Tan 
0 cIPY's 
7 Away with ſpeed they fled to _—_ the * San- 
re "Os &c. (Quary. 


le-dut 


This made the High-Prieſt cry aloud, the Danger of the 
eagu (Church, 


clo becauſe thoſe Pillars from her ſlipt, and left her in the 
5 h Ye Whigs, &c. (Turchb. 
on 


Then Bungy and his Gang, harangy' d the ſenſeleſs Mob 


at in (to win 'em, 


en ¶ And rous'd em up to ſerve the Lord, as tho' the De'il was 
2 ve Whigs, &c. (in eni. 

They Liſted Thieves, and Jayl Birds, and Rogues of 
uſa (ev'ry Town, 
ou The Ladies Chaſte of Drury-Lane, and the Whore of 
0 ve Whigs, &c. (Babylon. 


G 3 Depen- 
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Depending on this pious Crew of Non: reſiſting Saints, 
They thought by FR of the Whigs, to make up 


Ye Whigs, &c. (all their gn 
Then to begin the Show, Lord Mar, that never was 
(upright, 

To Summon all his Bag-Pipe-Men, to Scotland took his 
Ye Whigs, &c. (fight, 

He ſent his Baillie * round, to ſummon all his 
(Clanns, 

With a Conſort of . ſhould been Warn 
Ye Whies, &c. (ing-Pan;, 


He told em they might all for mighty Honours look, 
For he that was before a Lerd, was now become a Duke, 
Ye Whigs, &c. 


„ 


They all (he ſaid) ſhould great Men be, which was 
(the Way to win 'em, 


So he got an 3 of Captains all, and ſcarce a Soldiei 
Ye Whigs, &c. (in em. 


And finding of his Numbers great, he ſent a Brigadeer, 
To joyn a Band of Fox-Hunters, that were near Lanca- 
Ye Miss, &c. | ( ſhire, 


Theſe march d into Preſton Town, the Women for to 
(frighten, 


And there they ſhew'd cheir Talent lay, in Marching, 
Ye Whies, &c. (not in Fighting, 


They 


They 
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They challeng d Gen ral Carpenter to run with them a 


F (Race, 

And troth they beat him out and out, he could not 

Ye Whigs, &c, (keep em pace. 

But Wills with expeditious March theſe Foot- pads did 

( urround, 

And hw they look'd like harmleſs Sheep coop'd u up 
Ye Whigs, &c. ivithin a Poun 


Then Forſter got a Poſſet, and gave his Prieſt the Tythe, 
But Poſſet could not make the Prieſt or General look 
Ye Whigs, &c. | (blithe. 


Then Forſter and his perjur'd Crew ſurrender Priſoners, 
And ſhow'd they were no = for they did ** de 
Ye Whigs, &c. light in mg. 


Then as they march'd to Lende, Oh! | "Twas a allant 
Show, 


The Whigs bid the Muſick play, Venere all a-row, 
Ye Whigs, &c. | 


About this Time, the ſaid Lord Mar (de ending on 
(his Number, ) 


March'd up againſt the Brave Areyle, and thought to 
Ye Whigs, &c. ( bring him under. 


But tho* he had full four to one (which you muſt ſay 


(is odds) 


Of Highland Loons dreſs'd dreadfully, with Bonnet» 
| {Durks and Plads 


Ye Whigs, &c. 
Ga Yet 
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Yet Bold Argyle, with Britons brave, engag d him near 


\( Dumblain, 
And ſoon with Loſs made him retire much faſter than 
Ye Whigs, &c. ' (he came, 


Then Mar ſent to the Chevalier, to haſten o'er to Scoon, 
And ſaid, he ſhould not want a Crown, tho' the Ale- 


Ye Whigs, &c. (wives pawn'd their Spoon. 
But Mas's Deſign was plainly, when next they went to 
(fight, 

Only to ſhow a diſmal Thing, which would like Deat!'s 
Ye Whigs, &c. (Head fright. 
At length the pale-fac'd Hero came, and like 2 
$ 

Indeed he had much Reaſon, for the Goods were Con. 
Ye Whies, &. ( trabands, 


Sion, as he arrived, a Scotti 1 Ague took him, 
And tho he ſwallow'd Feſuit's Bark, Good Lady ! how 
Ye Whies, &c. (it ſhook him. 


The Non-reſiſting Damſels, believ'd the Omen bad, 


When at firſt Speech the Baby hery d, which made hi; 
Ye Wi igs, &c. ( Council mad, 


But when he heard Argyle approach'd with Army in 

(Array, 
As Perkin came in like a Thief, ſo again he ſtole away. 
ve Mg,, &c. 


$0 
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do there's an End of Perkin, and thus I end my Lays, 
With God preſerve our Glorious GEORGE, and all his 


Ye Whigs, &c. (Royal Race. 


ee OTOL OFOLOLOZO LOR OL eee 


eAn Epilogue recommending the Cauſe of 
Liberty to the Beauties of Great 4 


tain, Spoken by Mys, Oldfield, at the 
Theatre Royal. 


OW fince the Force of rude Rebellion's fled, 
And Loyalty triumphant lifts her Head, 

Methinks twere ev'ry Britiſh Subject's Care 

To kill henceforth the Seeds of Civil War : 

Our Chiefs have done their Part, and quell'd the Riot, 
But, Ladies, now tis your's, to keep us quiet. | 
Would you your utmoſt Charms, and Art employ, 
How firm might be the Bleflings we enjoy ? 

You ſcarce can look, or move, but to your Prince 
t might be made of Uſe, and Conſequence : 

The thing's ſo plain for thoſe, that would deſtroy all, 
Reſerve your Frowns; your Favours for the Loyal: 

Stout tho' the Traitor be, that Thought muſt grate him, 
For who'd rebel, to have that Circle hate him? 

Or who ſo cold, that would not Northward roam, 

To have from ſuch bright Eyes his Welcome home ? 
With Scorn relentleſs treat thoſe wretched Elves, 

That durſt be Slaves to any, but your ſelves. 


For 


2 
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For where's the Glory to make him your Slave, 
That would not die, his Liberty to ſave ? 
Or where indeed your Safety, if your Senſe 
Should truſt his Oaths, who broke them to his Prince? 

Happy our Monarch, that his glorious Cauſe 
Such Troops of Beauty to his Service draws ; 
As happy too thoſe Beauties, whoſe ſoft Charms 
Are kept in chearful Luſtre by his Arms: 
While they, that arc his Foes (for ſuch there are) 
From Diſappointments are no longer Fair ; 
Pale Envy has of late ſo worn the Creatures, 
Or Rage ſo fluſh'd them, that they've ſpoil'd thei: 

Features. 

How could their Senſe of Freedom be ſo ſlender, 
To chooſe a weak and bigotted Pretender , 
Before their Faith and Liberty's Defender ? 
Let them for ſhame henceforth conſult their Glaſles, 
And mend their Hearts in pity to their Faces, 

Women have dreadful Reaſons, more than Men, 
T'exert rheir Force againſt a Tyrant's Reign; 
For, where thoſe rule, they double Fetters wear, 
To Slaves, all Slaves, tho' exquiſitely Fair. 
What Engliſh Heart could bear the Turkiſh Fate 
"Tis cold coquetting in the Sultan's State; 
Each Tyrant Spouſe is there allow'd ten Wives, 
Who lead (be ſure) moſt comfortable Lives 
There Happy ſhe, thar has the Tythe of One, 
Whoſe All were no ſuch Catch, tho' all her own. 
In Perir's Realms the Female Fate yet worſe is, 
Mere Cattel there, like Camels fold, or Horſes, 

; In 


Tho 


leit 


In 


n 
In Spain and Italy but little better, 


Where irkſome Jealouſy's their conſtant Feu 
No, Sirs, 


for Women (ſearch the Globe) you ſcarce will hit on 


One Place ſo ſweet to live in, as old Britain. 
dome foreign Climes, tis true, more Sun may boaſt, 
Or better Fruits, Wine cheap, or milder Froſt, 
More choice Antiquities, or ſtately Tow'rs ; 
But then they've no ſuch Government, as ours: 
for where's that Realm can ſhew us Souls ſo free, 
Or Human Narure in ſuch Dignity ? 

Since then ſuch Joys in Britain only flow, 
How much to guard them, Ladies, lies on you ? 
And as the World can no ſuch Monarch boaſt, 
Let Royal GEORGE be ev'iyBr aur y's Toaſt. 


RE c ee 
RUE and TYME : eA merry Song. To | 


the Tune of, The Vicar of Taunton- 
Dean. 


| I. | 
A I walk'd along fair London Town, | 
The Raſcally Tories flock' d up and down, 
Tho'a Thankſgiving-Day, they look'd wretchedly blue, 
Stuck up with their Roſemary, Tyme and Rue. 
Fa, la, la, &c. 


II. The 


(92) 
II. 
The firſt that I met was an Iriſp-man bold, 
Kin to Ormond, who betray'd his Country for Gold: 
By St. Patrick, ſaid he, tis moſt certainly true, 
That more of my Friends ſmell of Hemp than of Rue. 
Fa, la, la, &c. 
III. 
Then an Oxford Student came next in the Throng, 
| Swears he'll bring in Perkin before it be long; 
He'll ſtand for the Hizh-Church and Chevalier too ; 
ö But if Tyburn ſhould catch him, the Time he would 5 
Fa, la, la, &c. (Rue, | 
| 1 . 
Then a Non-juring Parſgn came jogging by, 
Look d much on the Quear, but plaguy ly, 
Said, Friends, I can't now rejoice with you, 


For the Time is come, that J always did Rue. f 
Fa, la, la, &c. 
V. | ; 
Then a North-Country Rebel arrived from far, 
Of the Race of that perjur'd Traytor Mar : 1 
My Friends, ſaid he, it will never do; 
However, for once, I'll wear Tyme and ow : 
Fa, la, la, &c. 
VI. 
Some of Bolingbrobes Whores, on the ſeventh of Ji, 
Came dancing along to a High-Church Tune ; ' 
Dreſs'd up with their Tyme, and their Roſemary too; 0 


But the ſaucy Jades had forgot their Rue. 
Fa, la, la, &c. 


VII. For 


1d: 


We, 


bud 
PHE, 


Ye „ 


Y 5 
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VII. 


For Facks to wear Roſemary, was certainly riglitz 
Becauſe they wou'd hang before they wou'd fight. 
As for thoſe that are fled with the Perkinite Crew, 


They have left all their Friends to wear Tyme and Rue. 
Fa, la, la, &c. 


bee S Ox 


The Loyal Britain's Welcome to King 


George, upon his ſafe Return. 75 
the Tune of, Now comes on the Glo- 
rious Lear. a 
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| J. | | 
Elcome, Great GEORGE of high Renown, 
To Britain, and*o Britain's Crown, 

By Law and Right it is your own, 

And to your Heirs for ever : 
That Britain's Crown is GEORGE's due, 
All Loyal Subjects will allow, 
But Tories that were never true 

To none but rhe Pretender. 


IE. 
Great Royal GEORGE, with all our Might, 
We will maintain pour Royal Right, 
We'll ſtand for you both Day and Night, 
And will be Loyal ever: 


Aud 


(94) 


And Manfully will we oppoſe 
All them that are Great GEORGE's Foes; 
Tho they were high, they ſhall lie cloſe; 

We'll niake them ſhake and quiver, 

| HE: 

No Baſtard we will have to reign, 
It's Royal GEORGE that we'll maintain, 
And to his Son Prince GEORGE by Name, 

Againft the ſham Pretender : 
Tho' Tories they of late did baul 
Againſt our Church, our King and all, 
Yet now their Pride has got a Fall, 

Which they ſhall ne'er recover. 

IV. 

God bleſs our King, dul Muse, and thoſe, 
Who unto Rome and France are Foes -3 
May Diſappointment follow cloſe 

Fach Friend of the Pretender : 
May GEORGE our King, likewiſe his Son, 
Prove Terrors unto France and Rome, 
And give that Juſtice unto ſome, 

Which they may ſtill remember. 


e 


Like 
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eAn Ode upon the Battle of Preſton, 
entituPd, Proteſtants Triumph : Or, 
Britiſh Liberty maiatain'd, in Oppo- 
ſition to Popiſh Slavery, Tyranny 
and Oppreſſion. To the Tune of, 
Now comes on the Glorious Year. 


* 


4 
Orember the 11th from Mancheſter Town, 
Victorious Mills with the Troops of the Crown, 
March'd boldly to pull the Rebels down, 
That poſted were at Preſton : 
Reſolving to ſee the —— 
In Defence of the Laws, and the Good of the Peace 
Of the Land, and preſerve the Proteſtant Race 
Of GEORGE the King of England. 
| "ha 
The Lord Derwentwater the 12th about Noon, 
On the South Side the Bridge he form'd a Platoon, 
Deſigning to keep out the Royal Dragoons ; 
But Horror quickly ſeiz d him: 
The Appearance of Mils with his Forces compleat, 
Made the Rebels to Town in Confuſion retreat, 
Leave their Cannon behind for fear of being beat 
By GEORGE the King of England. 


An | ” III. Our 
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Our tis Foot the . attack'd 
In the Streets, whilſt Thouſands of Papiſts and Facks 
From the Windows cowardly ſhot on our Backs, 

Whilſt the Horſe the Town ſurrounded : 
Reſolving to give them a fatal Stroke, 
Deteſting the Thonghts of 4 Pbpiſh Yoke, 
Like Salamander we tiv'd in Fire and Smoak, 

To the Honour of George of England. 

IV. 

The reſolute Forces of George our King 
Made the broad Sword and Target of Scotland ting, 
And the whole County of Lancaſter ring 

With Thunder from our Army : 
The Action continued Mody and hot, 
That hundreds of Men were ſlain on the ſpot, 
And obliged the Pride of the Heads of the Plot 

To ſubmit to George of England. 

V. 

Now Perkin and the Pope may for ever deſpair 
Of being ſupreme, and reigning here, 
For French Dragoons we do not fear, 

Since George is our Defender: 
Our Lives and Fortunes we'll venture for our King, 
Whilſt Perkinites in Halters do ſwing, 
Then let all true Britains joyfully ſing 

The Praiſe of George of England. 


The 


Art 


4m) 


The Loyal Briton's Reſolution, to ſlaud 
by King GEORGE and the Prote- 
ſtant Religion, againſt Popery, Sla- 
very, Tyranny and Oppreſſion. To 
the Tune of, Young Phillis. 


INCE Naſſau bravely freed us, 
And Brunſwick now doth Head us; 
The general Cry is Liberty, 

And Marlborough ſhall lead us. 


The Dutch and Loyal Wiires, 
Are firmly joyn'd in League, 

Though France and Rome proncunce our Doom, 
We value not a Figg. 


Brave Marlborough's a Commander, 
As bold as Alexander, 

Tho' Mack and Teague do joyn in League, 
It's but a Rope of Sand, Sir. 


Theſe Iriſh Cut-throat's Evil, 
And Highlanders that Snivel ; 


We'll make the Dogs run to the Boge, 
Or drive them to the Devil. 


We have not yet forgor, | 
How the Britiſh bravely fought ; 
The Dutch and Dane did ſtand like Men, 


dent French and Teague to Por. 
The ö At 
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At Hockſtet there they run, 
At Mons they were undone, 


We took their Towns in Blood and Wounds, I 
With Mortars and with Guns, Anc 
Tho' the Baſtard ſhould come over, Let 
From Dunkirk unto Dover, His 

We'll all combine with Loyal Mind, G 
And joyn the Brave Hanover. | To 


Let Conquering GEORGE go round, 
Let Liberty abound ; 

Let Cub who came from Warming-pan, 
Ne'er wear the Britiſh Crown, Sir. | 


We'll have no Baſtards over, 
But we'll have Brave Hanover; 

Let Popiſh Fames ne'er ſail our Thames, 
We'll have none but Hanover. 


Let each Man in his Station; 
Fight bravely for his Nation, 

Againſt that Thing that would be King, 
In ſpite of Abjuration. 


For ever he's excluded, 
Tho' the Peace it was concluded? 


Let's with one Voice ſing and rejoyce, 
We'll be no more deluded. 


CI} 
For the French are diſappointed, 
And Harleys Plots disjointed ; 
Poor Femmy now has loſt the Crown; 
And Mighty GEORGE anointed. 


Let Cambridge of Renown, ; 
His daring Foes beat down; : 

God bleſs King GEORGE in Health and Life, 
To wear the Britiſh Crown. 


Let him in Safety be, 
And have Proſperity ; . 

The Grace of GOD upon him ef 
inen, So let it be. 


eee 


A Loyal Scotch Song, entituPd, The true 
Proteſtant'? Happineſs and Satisfa- 
ion under Ring GEORG E' good 
Government. 1 o the Tune of, O my 
Bonny Highland Laddy, 


Hen Britain's Happineſs I view, 
Which under GEORGE it does diſcover, 
Methinks that each good FProteftart 
Of ſuch a King will be a Lover. 
ute Providence on Britain ſmiles 
More than it does on any other; 
hen ſach a Bleſſing it beſtows 


As is the Great and Good Hanover. | 
For H 2 A 
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A King whoſe Virtues ſo excel, 
As is all Europe's Admiration, 
And as a Jewel bright he ſhines 
For to deck and grace this Britiſo Nation. 
He's Wiſe and Prudent, Juſt and True 
Unto the Proteſtant Religion, 
And under him we need not fear 
The Yoak of Popiſh Superſtition. 
We much of late diſturbed were 
With Fears of a Popiſh Pretender, 
But now thoſe Fears are baniſhed, 
Since we have got a brave Defender. 
We joyfully receive the News 
Of GEORGE's Enemies Confternation, 
Not doubting but we flouriſh ſhall 
Under his Wiſe Adminiſtration. 
Our Liberties and Properties 
Of them Great GEORGE will be Defender, 
Then ſure we need not fear at all | 
The French, the Pope, nor the Pretender. 
O Britain ! Happy now thou art, 
Since of thy Crown GEORGE is Poſſeſſor, 
And happy likely for to be 
With a true Proteftant Succeſſor. 
The Great William we may thank 
Who was our Liberty's Reſtorer, 
Who as a Legacy moft Rich, 
Did leave us the Brave Hanover. 
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The Great King William Britain may 

With Gratitude his Name remember, 
Who did take Care for to ſecure 

The Crown from a Popiſh Pretender. 
King Milliam for our Church and State 

Did take ſuch Care, and Love diſcover, 
As for to have the Crown entail'd 

Upon the Great and Good Hanover. 
And now with Joyfulneſs we ſee 

The Royal GEORGE King of our Nation, 
Vhoſe Royal Right we will maintain 

With Courage bold, and true Affection. 
May Providence prote& and guide 

Our Royal GEORGE that is come over; 
Long may he proſper, live and reign, 

And never meet with an Oppoſer. 


28 88 8 85 85 0 885 8 850 


Ihe Chriſtians Victory over Turks and 
Tories. To the Tune of, Lille bo 
laro, Oc. 


Ood dear Eugene, 
Pray what do you mean? 
Lille bo Iaro, &c. 
They cry in the Town, 
You pull High- Church down, 
Lille bo laro, laro, laro, laro, &C. 


1 | | l H 3 Have 
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Have Mercy, good Sir, 
The Facks make a ſtir, 
That you've done the Work 
Of their Brother the Turk. 


The Story of Dumblain 
Do's yet freſh remain, | 
And Preſton's Spot 
They have not forgot. 


Your Blow comes afreſh, 
And gives 'em a Gaſh, 
Before they recover 
The Smart of th' other. 


Good Sir, you've undone . 
The great Muſſlemen, 
The only Expe&ation | 
O' the Jacks of the Nation. 


They ſwear by what's good, 
They are Blood of their Blood, 
And Kindred like own, 

They are Bone of their Bone. 


They are Kin one wou'd ſwear, 
For they run in the Rear, 
Preſton, Dumblgin, ; 
Belgrade and Semi. 


(103) 
The brave Earl of Forfar, 
And General Breiner, 
Shew that they're Men 
Of very near Kin. 


They ſwagger and ſwear, 
Look big, Whore and Tare, 
Till Battle comes on, | 
And then they're all gone. 


They brandiſh their Steels, 
But take to their Heels, 
Down Musket and Pike, 
They both fight alike. 


A Health to Eugene, 
Whoſe Fame croſs the Main, 
Has bro't News to Town, 
And ftrack the Facks down. 


The Danube and Save, 
Shall ſing of the Brave 
Prince Eugene in Story, 
Who beat Turk and Tory. 


Then down with them both, 
They are Brethren in Troth ; 
He's cruſht half the Neſt, 
We'll ſtring up the Reſt. 


The H 4 Sweet 


: 
1 
Vf 
U 
1 
| 
. 
I 
1 
4 
42 
1 
i. 
1 
, 
| 4 
* 
\ } 
i 
+ ' 
uu 
tn 
Fi, 
1 
+ N 
: 
Ap 
Fi 
l 
6 Nee 
. 7 
mm : * 
* 
# 4 
4 
4 
, * 
" 
'F 
N 7 
/ 1 
1 
| 0 
| 
: * 
114 
; N. 
[ 'F 
. ty 


(104) 


Sweet Marlbrotb's Mein It 
And Francis Eugene, | 
Lille bo-laro, &c. But 
Shall finiſh my Story, | 

So down with the Tory. 

Laro, Iaro, laro, Iaro, &c. 
| Yo 
LE SAESAESAR 2 2821 20 | 
Py 2 CE A EIA Fo: 
Great BRITAIN's Glory over all | 

her Enemies. To the Tune cf, 

begging we will go. W. 
{ 
3 £ take you fooliſh Jacobitet, 4 
You Rebels worſe than Rakes, | 


Who in your curſt Inventory 

Do make ſuch ſtrange Miſtakes: 
When a burning yon did go, did go, did go, ou 
When a burning you did go. 


Pray was not this a Folly, 
Let any one ſuppoſe, 
In burning of Old O!:zer, 
For to miſtake his Note. Ye 
Wncn a burning, &c. 
Fo 


For to be plain in Speeches, 
This was the very Thing, 
Thoſe Jacobitès, baſe Wretches, 
Would burn the beſt of Kings: 
Wien à burning, &. | It 


(105) 
ſc was our gracious King WILLIA 24, 
Thoſe wretched Rebels meant : 
But by King GEORGE's Noble Boys, 
We ſpoil 'd their curs'd intent: 
When a burning, &c. | 


Your curſt Inventions and your Plots, 
2 Will coſt you many a Scar, 
For Ormond cannot help thoſe Sots, 
Nor their ſham Duke of Mar: 
all ; ; 
Tho a Plotting, &c. 


A 


It 


We'll teach ſuch Rogues as thoſe, 
Good Manners to them bring; 
And how to know Old Oliver's Noſe 
From the very beſt of Kings : 
Tho' a Plotting, &c. 


Our Noble General Argyle, 
Likewiſe the brave Cadogan, 
They fear no ſham Pretender, 
Neither falſe Turk nor Pagan. 
When to Battle they do go, &c. 


Your Facobitiſh Popiſh Plots 
We do not fear at all, | 
For low beneath King GEORGE', Feet, 
You fall, you fall, you, fall: 
When to Battle, &c. 


Your 


(106) 
Your ſham Pretender we don't fear, 
That left you all a revelling, 7 
Who left his Army in the Rear, 
In a Fiſh-boat went to Graveling: 
When to Battle he ſhould go, &c. 


The Pretender's gone from Scottiſh Ground, 
At Graveling he 1s now, / 
He fain would wear the Britiſh Crown, 
But knows not when nor how. / 
But to Graveling he did go, &c. I 


The pretended Mother when he came, 
She fell into a Swoon, | 


To fee that he came back again, 1 
Without Great Britain's Crown. | 
Then to weeping they did go, &C, | 


© Then God preſerve Great GEORGE our King 


And eke all honeſt Men, b 

And Traytors all to Juſtice bring, 4 
Amen, Amen, Amen. 

Then to Tyburn they muſt go, &c. 

| IF / 

Se 0 

I 
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The Stroler, or a hard Fate, bat good 
Fate at Loſi. To the Tune of, 1 
as Wand'ring Prince of Troy. 


8 G Perkin a poor wand'ring Knight, 
When he from Highland-Clans did flip, 
At length arrived in great Fright 
At Graveling, where he left his Ship; 
And then did haſt with Might and Main 
Unto the Dutchy of Lorrain. 
Hard Fate poor Perkin did betide, 
And then he ſat him down and cry d. 


Lord, how he trembled when he thought 
Upon the Danger he had paſt ! 
He thank'd his good Friends, as he ought, 
For bringing him ſafe off at laſt. 
His panting Heart full fore did ake, 
And he like Aſpen-leaf did quake, 
Hard Fate, &c. 


1 tremble very much indeed, 

| Says he, but tis not out of Fear; 

An Ague I began to breed 

In Scotland, when I firſt came there. 

O, 'twas a dreadful place to me 

1 wiſh the like I ne'er may ſee. 
Hard Fate, &c. 


(108) 
As ſoon as that theſe Tidings came 
Unto the Hoſpitable Duke, 
He went to meet this Knight of Fame, 
And him moſt ſharply did rebuke: 
His Words did cut like Razor keen, 
And gave the wand'ring Knight the Spleen. 
Hard Fate, &c. 


O Chevalier, what have you done 

You've loſt the little Fame you had, 
| Sure you are not a Prince's Son, 

Nor was unhappy Fames thy Dad. 
Had you but fought for Britain's Crown, 
It would have gain'd you much Renown. 

Hard Fate, &c. 


Now all Mankind will ſure believe 
You are a Coward in your Heart ; 

Your Honour you can ne'er retrieve, 

From which you ſhamefully did part. 

No Prince will now Aſſiſtance lend, 

Or be to you henceforth a Friend. 

Hard Fate, &c. 


A Tale, ſays Perkin, I did frame, 
Before that I the Highlands left, 

To ſave my Credit and my Fame, 

Of which you fay I am bereft : 
Although the fighting Wigs do ſay, 
"Twas Fear which made me run away. 


Hard Fate, &c. 
| I rold 


Fr 
Bt 


CIT © 
1 told my Friends a Plot was laid 

For to have ta'en away my Life, 
I ſaid, I was to've been betray'd, 

And ſo made off to end the Strife. 
Here's good Lord Mar who ftands by you, 
Has ſworn that what I ſay i is true. 

Hard Fate, &c. 


I muſt confeſs I ran away, 
But then it has convinced many, 
A certain Prince (as ſome do ſay) 
My Father was, if I had any: 
And you well know I did no more 


Than Fames the Second did before. 
Hard Fate, &c. 


Now when he and all his rout 
Had ſtay'd a while at Bar-le-duc, 
They for Avignon did ſet out, 8 
In hopes he ſhould have better Luck: 
From whence he went as far as Spain, 
But penſively came back again. PAY 
Hard Fate, &c. | AY 


He to the Tories Word did ſend, 

That he'd have ſoon cut out new Work ; 
Had not Eugene, to Whigs a Friend, 

Defeated their Ally, the Turk. 
Therefore, ſays he, tis fit that you, 
With me, th' unhappy Time ſhou'd Rue. 

Hard Fate, &c. | 
The 


„ 
The Tories all for their Relief 
In Perkin truſt, he in the Pope; 
The ſureſt Way to eaſe their Grief, 
Is for them to truſt in a Rope. 
And Hand in Hand together ſwing 
With their young Crying wou'd-be King. 
Good Fate will Perkin then betide, 
Each Tory hanging by his Side. 


N- N de, AAU AN AA 


The Lamentation of Cowardly run away 
merge upon his Flight from Scot- 
and. To the Tune of, When my Bon- 
ny Jockey left me; or, Monmouth's 
Farewell. 


WW Young Perkin was defeated, 
And his Army forc'd to fly ; 
Yet being on Horſe-back ſeated, 

To his Men he thus did ery: 
Gentlemen, and Valiant Soldiers, 
Since we are put to this Flight, 
In the Eyes of all Beholders, 

I muſt bid you, now good Night. 


For T']l not venture where Guns rattle, 
Nor yet where the Bullets fly ; 

I will never join the Battle, 

For I am afraid ro die. 


| M 
4 # | y 


Fo 


My 


Citeſt be the Day, I Scotland enter'd, 


( tit ) 
My good Soldiers away to the Mountains, 
There you muſt be forc'd to fly; 
Where you may drink of Water Fountains, 
Till I can your Wants ſupply. 


Our Foe Argyle now comes on Sirs, 
With his Dutch and Engliſh Train; 
The beft way it is to run Sirs, 
Or you ſurely will be ſlain. 
I will ſurely lead the Van Sis, 
For my Legs ate long and light ; 
lf you run, I'll be firſt Man Sirs, 
I had rather run than Fight. 


Wonder not all you that ſee me, 
I ſo willing am to fly; 

But remember Old King Jemmy, 
Whoſe undoubted Son am I: E's 

For I am no Baſtard Son Sirs, | 37 
Some would prove, but all in vain; ' NA 

For as my Father has done Sirs, x 
I will do the like again. 


You my Soldiers t63 be flain Sirs, 

This doth grieve my Heart full fore ; 
For Cadogan with his Train Sirs, 

Will purſue us more and more, 
O that I never had venter'd, 

To ſet Foot with in this Place; 


Since by it my Friends diſgrac'd. 


* 


They 


oo "NE 
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They have made a dreadful Slaughter, 

With my Men they took before ; 
The loſs of brave Derwentwater, 

It doth grieve my Heart full ſore. 
Ill Succeſs always attends me, 

My Friends put in London Toter; 
Fortune never does befriend me, 

All my Friends put out of Power. 


With my Friends, I muſt to France Sirs, 
There we muſt be forc'd to fly, 
And no more to Scotland dance Sirs, 
If we do, we ſurely die. | 
Farewel you my Friends in England; 
Farewel Friends in Scotland too ; 
Farewel, Farewel, faithful Soldiers, 
I muſt bid you now Adieu. 


He ending this Lamentation, 
And a Shower of Tears let fall ; 
Then forſook the Scottiſh Nation, 
And his ſturdy Soldiers all.s 
Near the Shore a Ship receiv'd him, 
And to France he ſail'd away; 
This Adventure ſorely griev'd him, 
That King GEORGE had got the Day. 


Tories 
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Tories; Where's your King ? Or, Scotch _ 
Rebels rue. . ; 


9 

ken you drunken Facobite Sots, 
And a Song to you I will fing ; 
Of a Multitude of bare Arg d Scots, 
That fought for a run away King. 

| "0 
The Traytor Mar in Scotland aroſe, 
Reſolved he was Ruin to bring ; 
Jockey the Scot, he came without Cloaths, 
— 8 


Kae and Seaforth did with him joy 
80 hot was they for rebelling ; 


Both Earls and Lords did with them combine, 
To fight for a run away King. 

RY 
Horſes provided for filly Sots, 
Swords, Targets, with every Thing ; 
And mounted they were by bare Arſs'd Scots, 
To fight for à run away King. 


But brave Argyle, when he did advance, 
And many a Hundred had lain; 5 
GEORGE Dragoons did merrily Prance, 9 

ies Aud I Rel | run at Dumblaſn, * | 
| I VI. No- 


( 114 ) 
VI. 
Noble Argyle did ſwiftly advance, 
And Snow-balls at them did fling ; 
Beat ſome to Rome, and others to France, 
So drove out the run away King. 
VII. 
Now fooliſh Scots, I will you adviſe, 
To be Paſſive in every Thing ; 
See you no more in Rebellion riſe, 
* GEORGE your Sovereign * 
=_ 
Now you falſe Scots, are all at a loſs, 
Since Femmy has left you to ſwing ; ” 
You ſhall. be hang'd on Saint dee Doh, 
If you fight for a run away King. | 


e e ee e 


The Tories prov'd 8 by 4 Friend 
to King GEORGE: To the Tune 


of; Which no Body et can _ . 


'LL tell you a Story, now liſten and hear, 


How Rebellious Tories belie my Lord Mayor, 
In Things that he's innocent, harmleſs, and clear. 


Villanous Jacobites, Rebellious Facobites, 
Perjured Facobites all. 


Tl 
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They reported my Lord two Orphans did cheat, 

Which forc'd him for to fly into the Hieet, 

The Truth is come out, and has ſhown the Deceit 

Of malicious Facobites, Rebell ious . 
Villanous Facobites all. 


Becauſe that my Lord is a Friend to the Nation, 
Theſe Villains they ſeek to ſtain his Reputation, 
But Juſtice appear'd in my Lord's Vindication, 
Againſt perjured Facobites, Villanous Facobites, 
Faith breaking Facobites all. 


And now of theſe Orphans, that ſueth my Lord; 
to be brief, will tell you in a Word, 
They are the Perſons that are 'much ador'd, 
By villanous Facobites, perjured Facobites, 
$3 Faith breaking Facobites all. 


One of theſe Orphans he is the Pretender, 

end me other's his Siſter, that's of the ſame Gender, 

une Wd this is the Perſon choſe for Faith's Defender, 

| By perjured Facobites, Faith breaking Jacobites, 
Rebellious Jacolites all. | 


eſe Villains this Fellow to Scotland did bring, 

Tumult they made, and proclaim'd him for King, 

or which ſome of them made excite in a String ; 

Rebellious Facobites, backbiting 7acobites, 
Nonjuring Facobites all. 


They f 5 Ay Such 


| ( 116 
Such Stories as theſe the Tories invent, 
To fill the good Peoples Minds with diſcontent, | 
To taſt of the Halter they are fully bent. A 
Rebellious Facobtres, Nonjuring — 
Perjured Facobites all. 


CORE ESC CONC CEO er 


Perkin*'s Laſt Adventure: Or, a Trip Ea 
through the Back-Door. (To the Tas 
of, Moll Peatly, alias Gillian of Croy- 


don.) A 


I. 
Ecember laſt, in Froſty Weather, 
A Champion Bold to Scotland come, 
He Summon'd all his Wights together, 
And taught em to move by Beat of Drum. 
There was Perjur'd Mar at the Head 
Of many a Highland Lad, 
Reſolved in Fight to ſhew their Bravery, 
Full of Knavery, 
Ripe fore Slavery, . 
Jure Divino Mad. Wh 
II. 
Each Bonny Lad muſt leave his Mother, 
And out with his Sword and Target go, 
\ + They needs muſt March to meet one another ; 
he Laird ofthe Mannor would have it 5 


7 


( 117 ) 
For Femmy was coming o'er Sea 
The King of GREAT BRITAIN to be, 
And all muſt _ that' have any Hope 
Of a Bull from the Pope, 
Or Reprie7e from the Rope, 
Since Femmy the King muſt be. 
III. 
This News alarms the Lancaſbire Witches, 
And Paſhve Obedience fir'd their Blood; 
Each Honeſt Tory's Finger itches 
Jo Fight for his King and his Country's Good: 
Accoutrements ſtrait they provide, 
Then to Horſe and away they muſt ride, 
For l Forſter gave his Opinion, 
The King his Dominion 
Would ſurely win, and 
That he'd be a Saint that dy d. 
25> 
The Weſt, who Loyalty ever pretended 
To England's Monarchy, Church and State, 
In perfe& Allegiance now intended | 
To deprive the true Heir of his juſt Eftate ; 
Will Wildfire in Ambuſcade, 
A Combuſtable Train had laid, 
Whereby he might purge the Conſtitution, 
From Pollution, 
Then to puſh on, 
The Hereditary Blade. 


13 V. But 


(ii 
V. ä 
But while the weaker Heads were Plotting, 9 
A wiſer Council ſecret fate ; And 
They found the Brogues and Rogues were jogging, 
And ſent ARGYLE to ſeal their Fate: 
While he without Fear or Dread, 
Some Thouſands of Loyalifts led, 
And attack d the Sham Gen ral at Dumblain, 2 
\ Where on the Plain, 
The Cauſe was flain, Th 
And all the Party fled. 


While Mountebank like, who going to Tumble 
Turns back and laughs at the gaping Fools ; 
The Puppet came over, did piſs and grumble, 
To find ſuch a Parcel of uſeleſs Tools: 
Quoth he, I'll not ſtay on the Shore, 
My Perſon it Sacred all o'er, 
I think Couſin Mar, tis beſt You and 1 
Should go off by the Bye, 
What if Thouſands Die, 
We're ſafe, and we care for no more. 
VII. 
The General's gone, and the Army is routed, 
Ihe injur'd Subjects Juſtice cry; — 
The Throne's poſſeſs d by the Heir undoubted, 
CADOGAN purſues, and the Rebels fiy; 


Then 


3 


— 


| (119) 
Then Britain burſt out with Applauſe 
Of him that has carried the Cauſe ; 
And let your Tuneful Voices ſing 
ToGEORGE our King, 
And Deſpiſe the Thing, 
That would have crept through the Laws. 


EEOADEIIE EDINA 


The Apparition of Derwent water's Ghoſt, 
to the Earl of Oxford. 


Groom the dark Regions of Eternal Night, 

And Sooty Manſions never bleſs'd with Light, 
Diſmiſs d by mighty Plato's juſt Command, 
(Whoſe Plagues are due to ſcourge an Impious Land,) 
I come to tell the Courſe of Mighty Fate, 

Whence Britain may her Circling Glories date. 
Hearken then Faithleſs Peer, give Ear to me, 

And learn th Events of Future Deſtiny, | 

Tho' long by Civil Hate, and Rebels Arms, 

Peace has been baniſh'd with its native Charms, 
The wiſh'd for Bleſſing ſhall return again, 

And aid the Triumphs of a GEO RGE's Reign. 
Treaſon no more its monſtrous Forms ſhall ſpread, 
Nor Envious Faction ſhew its Direful Head: 

From Sybills Oracle I do diſcloſe, 

BRITAIN ſhall ſhine free from Inteſtine Foes : 
Foreign Invaſions ſhan't infeſt her State, 


For GEORGE ſhall make her every way Compleat. 
| I 4 Tho' 


(120) 
Tho long by Foreign Councils ſhe bore ſway, 
Laugh'd at a Change, and curs'd this bliſsful Day, 
Swiftly aſpiring with a lawleſs Pride, 

Thought it her greateſt Glory to divide: 

Faction hereafter ne'er ſhall own a Name, 

But all Diſtinctions vaniſh with their Shame: 
Immortal Fove in Heaven, the Almighty King, 
Will ſtop all Plagues, lo! mighty Bleſſings ſpring, 
Th' Incenſed Fates arm'd with a vengeful Frown, 
The Torrent tem, and ſtrike each Rebel down; 
On GEORGE's Conqueſt Liberty attends, 

The right of Nations, and of States depends ; 

He only can a finking People ſave, 

Juſtly diſtinguiſhing the Baſe and Brave: 

Great in himſelf, great by his God-like ſway, 
Form'd for a King for Britains to Obey ; 
Divinely ſent, he free-born Nations ſaves, 

And unborn Children fated to be Slaves. 

No more ſhall Prieſts by Paſſive Rules give Law, 
Nor Jus Divinum Glorious Britain awe : 
Prieſtcraft ſhall ſoon reſign its ancient Power, 
And cancel all that they have preach'd before. 
No more o'er Britiſh Freedom Domineer, 

No Upſtart govern, no Pretender ſteer: 
No noiſy Oracle, or Scarlet Tribe, 

Shall Slaviſh Rules to Engliſh-men' preſcribe. 


Dear Native Soil, by Conquering Foes made great, 


I read thy Bleſſings in the Book of Fate: Gc 
All Nature ſmi les at this approaching Day, TD 
prieſts fhan't deceive, nor Fudas's betray, a 


Thum 


an 
Thus ſpake the Phantaſm ; having told his Story, . 
He vaniſh'd ſtreighit, and went e Yrgatay, 
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Verfes un his Sacred Majeſly's Roa 
Entry. 


Ing GEORGE is come, let Flowersgrace the Way, 
And lofty Tunes of Joy and Triumph play ; 
Long may he reign, as happy as this Day. 
Welcome, Great Sir, by Heav'n ſent o'er the Main, 
Britannia's raviſh'd Lawrels to regain ; 5 
And like Naſſaw, her drooping State maintain. 
'Twas You, Great GEORGE, we hop'd to ſee, 
Rais d as a Graft on our Fair Orange-Tree. 
From Brave Naſſaw's Illuſtrious Root | 
Lou gather Flowers, we reap the Fruit. 
Whilſt freely we aſſert the Britiſp Power, | 


T' abjure thoſe Heads, that Bodies would devour, 
And date our Safeties from this happy Hour. 
Wiſdom and Virtue ſeal the Sacred Right, 

With you a glorious Proſpe& opens to our fight. 
In the Auſpicious Graces of Yaur Royal Line, 
Our lateſt Age may call their Right Divine. 

Let all Oppreſſors fall before our mighty KING, 
That Crowds of foreign Hearts Your Praiſe may ſing. 
God's Law of Liberty we juſtly claim, 

T' exalt this Nation's Glory, and your Fame. 
Truſt thoſe in whom you ſafely may confide, 
That never baſely left their ſinking Side; 


But 


(122) 


But boldly ſtood to ſtem the rougheſt Tide: 


1 - 
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þ « Heav'n ever guard You from falſe Parricide. 
. Live long, and reign by Love, in every pious Breaſt, Pin 
j | That we in You, and You in us, for ever may be bleſt. Z 
| | You we obcy, and humbly we deſcend Wi 
; To gratulate our next THuſtrious Friend. Cro 
To His Royal Highneſs the Prince, 
b | Mu 
Hail, Mighty PRINCE, of Noble Birth and Mind, f 
For Britain's Publick Good and Weal deſign'd, 
In Your Heroick Self, and Race behind. 
RE URI WERE 
The Loyal Conſort of Muſick. To the 
Tune of, The Prince of Male's 
March. Aga 
J. 
_ ſound the Trumpet, beat the Drum, Jor 
O Strike Faction heart-fick, Rebellin dumb: 23 
Let lively Hautboys 
Cheer up the Low- boys, üs 
fi 


Make Britons jolly, and Tories grum. 
| Bells ringing, 
_ Choirs ſinging. 
Loyal Hearts be cheery, 
Some Tripping, 
Some Sipping, 
Various Ways be merry ; 


While 


(123) 
While ev'ry vile and ſorry 
Factious Kebellious Tozy 

Pines at our Mirth for GEORGE's Glory. 

fl 1 

Wind lofty Cornet, Clarion ſound, 
Cromphorn and Sackbut ſhall Murmurs drown ; ; 
Organ with Voices 
True Heart rejoices ; 
Muſick will Madneſs and Plots confound. 
Let no Man, 2 
Or Woman, 
Under Faith's Defender, 
| Lean toward 
That Coward, 
Bigot, Fool, Pꝛetender: 
But be a faithful Lover, 
Friends cheriſh, Foes diſcover 
Againſt the Heroes of HANOVER, 
III. 
Touch Princely Harpſichord and Flute, 
With ſprightly Harp, and the ſolemn Lute, 
| Then warlike Fife will 
Furniſh more Life ſtill; 
Brick Violins with the Conſort ſute: 
All carefal, 
None fearful ; 
Harmony will chear ye. 
Be Airy; 
All Merry; _ 
Loyal WHIGS, revere ye: 
nile | Yighs 
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High⸗Church, who Malice bore us, 
Shall have no Part i' th! Chorus ; 
No Subjects ſo rejoic d before us. 
IV. 


Baſſoon and Curtil fill the Baſe, 


And grave Theorbo all Parts will grace; 
There's no Denial | 
But chirping Viol 
Merits in Conſort a ſpecial Place. 
Let Trantors 
And Paters 


. Of our Brunſwick HER O's 


Run preſſing, 
Addreſſing _ 
Pope and Gallick Nero's. 
But know, Malicious Tories, 
He's a Nogue, and ſhe a Whoze is, 
Envies our Royal Prince's Glories. 
v. 
Beat Kettle-drum in Warlike Notes, 
Cannon in Salvo's extend your Throats ; 
Small Arms in Volly 
Cure Melancholy, 


Courage in W HI GS running Fire promotes, 


Now move all, 
Be Jovial ; 
Let your Recreation 
Make ſower 
Jacks lowre, 
Full of Indignation 


At 


At 


en) 


At our charming Pleaſure, 
Join d with Seraphick Meaſure, 
In Honour of our Britiſh C SAR. a 
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The Pretender v Fi bt, and e 
Lamentation for Bo late Diſapps 
ment in Scotland. In Imitation wm 4 
ne do Song ſung at the Playhouſe in the 
C _ Tragick. _—_— or, What d'ye 
call it. 


Let Tories in this Ballad view 

What filly Whigs believe not true. 

Perkin is ſurely James's Son, 

He does ſo naturally run; 

So fooliſh is he, and mild-hearted; 
do ſincerely wiſh him cated ;, 

And if his Stars do not miſtake, 8 
He muſt in Time the Halter take. 


I. 
WAS when the Seas were roaring 
With Blaſts of Northern Wind, 
Young Perkin lay deploring 
On Warming-pan reclin'd ; 
Wide o'er the roaring Billows 
He caſt a diſmal Look, 
And ſhiver'd like the Willows, 
That tremble o'er the Brook. | IL Three 
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Three Weels are gone - over, 
And five long tedious Days, 
Since I, unhappy Rover, 
Did venture o'er the Seas. 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou cruel Ocean, 
And let young Perkin reſt ; 
Ah ! what's thy troubl'd Motion, 
To that within my Breaft ? 
III. 


Marr, robb'd of Place and Penſion, 
Rebels thro Fortune's Frown; 


His Loſs deſerves no Mention, 
To the loſing of my Crown. 

Wou d he regain his Penſion, 
He need but croſs the Main; 


But ah me! no Invention 


My Crown can e er regain 
IV. 
Why vas it ſaid the Tories 
For me did try amain ? 
Why then are all the Roaries, 
Why are they all in vain ? 
No Eyes their Uſe diſcover, 
They mobb'd on Bonfire Night, 
To tempt me to come over, 
Then leave me in a Fright. 


(17) 
" 


All melancholy lying, | 
Thus wail'd he for his Crown, 
The Fumes rhrough Breeches flying, 
The Tears his Cheeks run down : 
Then mounting High-Church Steeple, 
Argyle's Approach he ſpy'd, 
And leaving High-land People, 
He fled to the Sea-ſide. 
VL +. 
Where finding of ſome Shipping, 
Which lately came from France, 
The firſt he met he ſlipt in, 
For fear of Highland Clans ; 
Leaving behind young Tinmouth, 
And divers Friends beſide, 
Cry'd, Devil take the hindmoſt, 
And ſo th Impoſtor dy'd. 
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The Pretenders Letter to the Tories. 
Jo the Tune of, To you, dear Ormond, 
croſs the Seas, &c. 


I. 
O his dear Vaſſals of the North 
The mournful Femmy ſends, 
To think that Men of ſo much Worth 
Shou'd come to ſuch ſad Ends ; 
And 'ſtead of being Dukes, like Mar, 
To have their Heads on Temple-Bar. ; 
Wi, th a fa, la, la, &c. 
bay | 
For every Fool that paſſes by, 
When he looks up to ſneer ; 
And ſmiling to himſelf, to cry, 
What mean theſe Wiſe-heads here ? 
Who when they might have ſlept at home, 
Are come a bleaching here for Rome. __ 
With a fa, la, la, &. 1 
| III. 
But mind not what the Rebels ſay, 
Nor yet much what they do; 
The Time is coming they ſhall pay 
Me twenty Heads for two; 
And Temple-bar ſhall ſee a Show 
Of more above her, than below. 
| With a fa, la, la, &c, 
IV. Oxford 


es, 


d, 
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IV. 
Oxford ſtands faſt, and Mother Church, 
In ſpight of all the Laws, : 
Tho' ſome have left me in the Lurch, 
Does ſtill eſpouſe my Cauſe : 
And as long as they continue true, 
I fear not what the Whiggs can do. 
With a fa, la, la, &c. 
* 
Then, drouſy Britain, raiſe thy Head, 
And look up once again; 
Tho' General Forſter in his Bed 
Was by them napping ta'en. 
Immortal O——4 ſtill remains 
To ſet all Things right with his Brains. 
With a fa, la, la, &c. 


VE - 
And if great O d's ſelf ſhould fail 
Your Cauſe for to reſtore; 


Arm'd Cap-a-pee from Head to Heel, 
I then will venture o'er, 
And in a ſecond Salisbury Plain 
My Father's Crown and Fame regain. 
With a fa, la, la, &c. 


K 
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eA Word to the TORIES, * 


E perjur'd Traytors, Fachs and Tories, tell 

What cou'd provoke, what prompt ye to rebel? 
Say, were your Laws or Liberties betray'd ? 
Or, did the mighty GEORGE your Rights invade ? 
When Secret Treaties ſeal'd Britannia's Doom, 
And made us Slaves to Tyranny and Rome, 
Propitious Heav'n ſent o'er Great GEORGE, and He 
From Rome and Gallick Bondage ſet us free: 
The Nation's barter'd Credit He reſtor'd, 
And was it then for This you drew the Sword ? 
Ungrateful Rebels! Was He not your Choice? 
Approv'd both by the Queen's and Senate's Voice. 
Him as her Succeſſor Queen Anne declar'd ; J 
That very Anne, whom you ſo much rever'd. P 
She who was ſtil'd the Good, the Juſt, by you, 
Repeal'd old Laws, and made more firm the new. and 
And knowing that ſhe ſhou'd of Iſſue fail, 
Did on the Houſe of HANOVER the Crown entail. 
Heav'n ſmil'd to ſee the Glorious Work compleat ; 
And who can alter the Decrees of Fate ? 


Kin 
Ceaſe then your vain Attempts ; your whining Thing, f 
YooreErying, Running Brat ſhall ne'er be King. "JE 
L&&Priefts, Nonjurors, Hell and Tories join; ) N 


In ſecret let them Plot, and all Combine, (mine, 
Yet Heav'n and GEORGE their Plots ſhall —_— 


Like 


4 


all. 
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Like Knaves they took up Arms, like Madmen fought : 
Yielded like Fools, and their Deſtruction wrought. 


Which ev'ry Loyal Subject loud does ſing: (King. 
Heav'n Bleſs this Land, and GEORGE our lawfil 


In Halters therefore let em jointly ſwing, q 
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England's Happineſs, in the Moſt Re. 
aotmed King GEORGE: eA Toaſt 
arank at the Mug-houſe in St. John's 
Lane. To the Tune of, There was a 
Jovial Beggar, Ec. 


1 
JRepare each Man his Glaſs in Hand, 
In Country and in Town, 
vince Royal GEORGE he is our King, 
And the Schiſm Bill is down: 
For <wvhich Tory Rogues do cry, do cry, 
Do cry, eobilſt Tory Rogues do cry. 
| II, | 
King GEORGE we muſt remember, 
Since Anna's Bones do reſt, 
Intombed in her ſilent Grave, 
Now the has done her bet ; 
For which, &c. 


F. 
* 


III. Some 
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ome ws: we ſhould = 
Yet ſtill let us remember 
The noble Deeds of Great Naſſar, 
Who landed in November, 
For which, &c. 
IV. 
Neptune he wafted oyer 
Great GEORGE here in good time, 
For to defend Old Enaland's Caule, 
Which now ſo bright doth ſhine : 
| Foy which, &c. 
\ 
Now here is to the Prince, Boys, 
And the Princeſs likewiſe ; 
And unto all the Royal Train, 
Whoſe Fame ſurmounts the Skies. 
Whilſt Tory Rogues, &c. 
| | VI. 
Here's alſo to our fam'd Generals, Ne 
Who have ſo bravely fought, | 
As Marlborough and Cadogan too, Le 
Who beat them all to naught. 
Now Tory Rogues, &c. 
VII. 
The reſt of our fam'd Generals, i In 
Forget them not ; we can't: 
Nor other brave Commanders, Stay 
Who made Tory Hearts to pant. 1 
New Rebels they in Halters, &c. 
mw At 
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VIII. 
At Scotland the Pretender 
His Sword was padlock d tight, 
As was the cheating Butler's, 
Who in Flanders would not fight, 
Whilſt Tory Rogues do ſwing, &c. 
IX, | 
Their curs'd Deſigns are fruſtrated, 
Since Royal GEORGE 1s come 
For to defeat his Enemies 
All over Chriſtendom ; 
Whilſt Tories they do ſwing, &c. 
X. 


Of all forts of Subjects, 
King GEORGE's are the beſt; 
They'll fight for to defend their King, 
Then lay them down to reſt ; 
Whilſt Rebels they at T yburn ſwing, &c. 
| XI. 
Now fill up your Glaſſes, 
And let your Voices ring; 
Let every Man drink it off clean, 
With a Health to GEORGE our King; 
Whilſt Rebels and Tories at Tyburn ſwing, &c. 
XII. | 
In ſpite of all the Tories, R 
The Cauſe we will maintain ; 
Stand up with Heart and Hand, 
Till GEORGE does come again. 
So Tories they may ſwing, &c. 
K 3 A 


(134 ) 
aA Health to Bungy and his Man Hugh, 


I. 
Ome all you Loyal Church- men, 
Here's a Toaſt that is new, 
It's a Health to Bungy, 
And to his Man Hugh; 92 
And all you that will not pledge it, 
Tho a Proteſtant true, 
Is not ſo good a Church-man 
As the Doctor's Man Hugh. 
II. 
An Attempt was made lately 
By a Proteſtant Crew, 
To aftront the dear Doctor 
By un-Clarking of Hugh : 
And was it not great Pity 
To ſeparate theſe Two ? 
For who was better match d 
Than Buney and's Man Hugh ? 
III. 
If Perkin had ucceeded, 
Then who but theſe Two ; 
Bun had been his Lordſhip, 
And his Man had been Sir Hub : 
But now he is gone, 
They both do look Blue: 
Here's a Halter for the Doctor, 
And a Cart's- Arle for Hugh. | 
Has The 
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zh. The Proteſtant Jubiles: Or, Great Bri- 
tain's Happineſs under Ring Gxox GR. 
To the Tune of, Now comes on the 
Glorious Year, 5 


8 


— Novus ab integro ſæclorum na ſcitur ord. 
Nunc redit & Virgo, redeunt Saturnia regna. 
| | Virgil. Ecl. 4. 


— 
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I. 
OW comes on the Glorious Year, 
Proteſtants Joy, and Papiſts Fear ; 
For Rome nor France we need not fear, 
Nor a Popiſh Pretender ; 
Since GEORGE is fix d upon a Throne, 
By Law and Right, that is his own, þ 
His Arms Victorious will make known, 2 
He's our true Faith's Defender. 
II. | 
In Church and State good Providence 3&4 
Still has, and will be our Defence 1 5 
Againſt the villainous Attempts 
Of Papiſts, Prieſts, and Traytors : 
Look back to Queen Eliza's Reign, 
And ſee their Navy, brought from Spain, 
With Shame returning back again, 
Their Armado defeated. 


K 4 III. Their 
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Their helliſh Popiſs-Powder-Plot 
In James the Firſt's, not yet forgot, 
Nor ever may't, as it ne er ought, 
Till they forget their Treaſons: 
November's Month will alſo ſhow 
Great WI LLIA M's Fame, who came unto 
Our Reſcue from an Overthrow 
To Church and State deſigned. 
_ | IV. 
That famous Month (the ſecond Year 
That Glorious GEORGE's Annals bear) 
Do's more remarkable appear : 
By Victory at Preſton : 
Where Trait'rous Rebels did combine 
To extirpate Great GEORGE's Line ; 
Both Church and State to undermine, 
And make us Slaves and Papiſts. 

V. 
But Heav'n has made their Efforts vain, 
At Preſton, Perth, Bath and Dumblain ; 
An th Highland Clans are gone again 
; J ſculk among their Mountains: 
| Saiveli ng Perkin, Puny Mar, 
Cowardly Trayters as they are, 
The Smell of Gunpowder can't bear, 
And are fled to &. Germains, 


(139.50) ; 
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Then ſince kind Heav'n ſo oft has brought 
Their black Conſpiracies to nought, 
The future Plots we gever ought 

Fear of Pope, France, or Perkin: 
Though Zell and they ſhould all contrive 
To murder, or to ſeize alive 
Great GEORGE and his, they'll ſtill outlive 

(I doubt not) all their Treaſons. 

VIL 

And under His Auſpicious Reign, 
Who will both Church and State maintain; 
Immoveable they ſhall remain, 

And flouriſh more than ever. 
Religion ſhall lift up its Head, 
And Liberty its Arms forth ſpread, 
And we ſhall flouriſh in our Trade, 

And be a Happy Nation. 

VIII. 
Under our Vines we'll fit and ſing, 
May God be prais'd, bleſs GEORGE our King; 
Being Happy made in every Thing 

Both Religious and Civil: 
Our fatal Diſcords ſoon ſhall ceaſe, 
Compos'd by GEORGE, our Rrince of Peace ; 
We ſhall in Plenty live at Eaſe, 

In ſpite of Popiſh Envy. 


IX. Great 


(138) 
IX. 

Great GEORGE"; virtuous gentle Sway, 
Or Conquering Arms, ſhall make obey 
His ſtubborn Foes, though now they ſay, 

We'll ſend him to Hanover: 
But He and His Illuſtrious Line 
For ever ſhall with Glory ſhine 
In Britain's Iſle ; for Wilhelmine 

Will furniſh us with Heroes, 
X. 
Who always with victorious Bands 
Of Loyal Britijſþb Hearts and Hands 
Traiterous Broods and Popiſh Clans 
Shall ſubdue and bring under: 

That this may be our happy Fate, 
Let each that loves the Church and State 
Readily without Debate 

Briskly take off his Bumper. 

XI. 

Fill up a Glaſs of gen rous Wine 
To George Auguſtus, Milhelmine, 
The Princeſs Beauteous and Divine, 

And all their Royal Ie: 
Marlb'rough the Bold, Argyle the Brave, 
And all thoſe Patriots, who did ſave 
From Foes, who would us all enſlave ; 

Fill them a Cup of Thanks too. 


Aſpive venturo lætuntur ut omnia Sœclo. Virg. Ecl. 4. 


The 
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The Twentieth of October. e new | 
Song, to an Excellent new Tune. | 


I. 
Ome brave Boys let us remember, 
This is the Twentieth Day of Ofober ; 

On which our Sovereign King was Crown'd, 

On which Loyal Hearts with Joys did abound, 

So let the Glaſs go round, go round, 80 round, 

And fo let the Glaſs go round. 

A Health to Great GEORGE our Gracſous King 

And let every Man fill his Glaſs to the Brim. 
II. 

This was the Day that the Facobite Crew, 

Plagued with the Happineſs we had in View ; 

Began to Intriegue, to Plot, and propound, 

How they might our King, and Stateſmen confound, 

So let the Glaſs go round, Ec. 

A Health to Prince Gz on 6 Couragious and True, Fi 

To his Royal Spouſe, and their Iſſue. 'W 
III. | 

This was the Day they began for to quake, 

Becauſe that their Rabble Diſcipline did lack; 

Yet they reſolv'd for to ſtand their Ground, 

But our few Forces their Hoſts did confound. 

And fo let the Glaſs go round, Cc. 


A Health to our General Marlborough the Great, 
To Wills, and the reſt that the Rebels did defeat. 


IV. Now 
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Now to * this 1 Day, 

Our KING ve enjoy, and the Rebels are run | away ; 
The Pretender is fled, and our Gates are crown'd, 
With the Heads of the Jacks, that at Preſton were found. 
And ſo let the Glaſs go round, &c. | 
A Health to each Whig, and long may we live, 
Subje&s to King GEORGE, that our Freedom did give. 


e ainaos notes 


eA New Song. To an 0% Tune. 


* 
N Troth Friend Harry, 
I can't but be merry, 
To ſec ſuch chopping and changing of Late; 
* TfWrigs did Teaze ye, 
Came Tories to pleaſe ye, 

And flop the Holes had been made i'th' State: 
But at the Death of the Queen 'rwas ſo tore, 
They ſtrait did patch it by Twenty Four: 

All able State-menders, as ever were known, 
Who kept it till Tite 
To the Hanover Right, 
And plac'd GEORGE on the Britiſh Throne. 


II. Now 


Tl 
Ex 
O. 
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* Now he's A 
We dread no Pretender, 
Our State is ſafe, and our Church out of Fear ; 
If ought annoy us, 
King GEORGE will ſtand by us, 

And make them know that he's Maſter here: 
Shou'd Dr. Bungy, but offer once more, 
To preach ſuch Stuff as he did before: 

He'll have his Deſerts, and in Halter ſhall fing, 

As high as his Steeple, | 
To ſhew to the People, 8 
We are rul'd by a juſt good King. 
III. 
Domeſtick Traytors, 
And Foreign Abettors, 
Their empty Tricks, and their Schemes may give o'er; 3 
We find on Tryal | \ 
The Nation is Loyal, 

Except ſome few, whom we'll truſt no more: 
French Gold ſhall ceaſe to take Place in our Ifle, 
And Gallick Councils no more beguile. 

Our faithful Allies, will our Happineſs crown, 

And join when tis fitting 
With ev'ry true Britton, 
To pull the French Regent down. 
IV. 
Whilſt we have Wealth 
Let us drink the Kings Health, 


Can 


(42) 
His great Wiſdom ſoon will ſupply us with more ; 
Our Laws he'll nouriſh, 4 
Our Trade he'll make flouriſh, 
And we hereafter ſhall never be poor: 
Be long his Reign, and attended with Peace, 
To Monarch's Glory, and Subjects eaſe. | 
And when Divine Wiſdom will have him refigny 
The Hero his Son, 
May he rule, as he had done, 
And leave us a ner failing Line. 


COLL LL ELLA 255 


Prologue, perforwd by Mr. Wilks. 


Ames that could never riſe to Epic Verſe, 
May furniſh out a Ballad, or a Farce. 
Our Author has a Comick Rebel ſtole 
To make you Mirth ; a drinking, noiſy Fool : 
His Heimskirk Muſe in Life's low Buſineſs plays, 


And hopes in Laughter to receive your Praiſe. i 
If he wants Plot, conſider, Sirs, he draws = 
1 


Theſe Scenes, from the cvorſt Plot that ever was ; 
He paints not in big Verſe thoſe Hills of Snow, 
Where Traitors breathe, and North-winds ever blow. 
We might be brought to pity Carles that live, 
Where neither Tree, nor Beaſt, nor Man can thrive ; 
If pinch'd with Froſt, and Famine, they aſpire, 

To taſte a Lowland Meal, or ſmell a Sea coal Fire: 


But 
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But 'tis amazing, that an Exgliſh Cudden 
Should quarrel with his honeſt Beef and Pudden ; 
And yet tis ſo; — And we contend with 8 
That only wiſh to Conquer, to be Slaves. 
To Night a Plotting Cobler will appear, 
He plots indeed, but ſtill he pott in Bꝛer; 
The Man's a quiet Proteſtant when ſober ; 
"Tis a moſt Popiſh Liquor that October; 
Who knows how high his Courage had afpir'd, 
If with French Claret, and French Piſtols fired : 
—But—may this Plot, and every Plot hereafter, 
Produce bur little Bloodſhed, and much Laughter. 
[ He goes off, and returns with a Paper in his Hand.) 
An Expreſs juſt arriv'd from North-Britain, a propos. 
Reads.) From Perth, we hear, the Warriours all are 
They wiſely ſtay not for a ſecond Drubbing ; * 
That the Pale Hero with his Lach -Croun 
Took Courage, and forſook his Bed of Down. 
[To the Galleries. | 
Fair Ones, the Stripling has no Favour done you, 
Poor joyleſs Youth, he turn'd his Back upon you, 
And the keen Night-Air from the Mountains ſcorning, 
North-Faſtward gallop'd bold at One i'th' Morning, 


— 8 * 
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The Pretenders eArm y. To the Tune 77 
The Earl of Efex. 


I. 
1 Perkin one Morning lay muſing in Bed, 


The * of chree Kingdoms ran much in Old 
(his Head » Th 


A Friend came from Britain up to his Bed-ſide, WM Ve 
Great News I've to tell you, dread Sovereign, he cry'd. As 1 
| IL | 
Tve brought you a Liſt, tis moſt certainly true, The 
Of many brave Heroes that are there for you: | Wil 
Firſt Butchers and Porters, who bravely will thwack it, The 
And bold Bridewel Boys, who fight in blue Jacket. If h 
III. 


Next comes the Tomturdmen with Shovels and Poles, Whe 
The Sweepers of Chimneys, and Men that cry Coals, And 


The Carmen and Duſtmen in their fine Array, The: 

With Stink and black Faces will fright Whigs away. And 
| IV. 

Of Strolers and Beggars a Regiment or two, For | 


Who ſwear what they re worth, they'll ſpend all for you, That 
ck-pockets, Houſe-breakers, and Highway-men too, Ther 


With Bulleys and Sharpers, they all are for you. That 
* 

Of poor Country Clowns, there are thouſands will try Ah m 

One Battle for you, tho* they cannot tell why; Are f 


The poor Country Squires their Leaders will be, 
Their mortgag d Eftates if you will ſet free. 


VI. Tho' 


5 
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VI; 


Tho Paul they have hang'd, there's many a black Coat 


Of the ſmaller Fry, tho* but few of great Note, ( enough 
They'll ſerve for your Chaplains, there's more than 
The reſt range in Regiments, and clothe them in Buff. 
| VII. 
Old Basket-women, Orange, and Oyfter Wenches, 
The Duſt Girls, and Whores that ſell Apples on Benches; 
We can chuſe out of them a Miſtreſs for you, 
As your ſuppos'd Uncle when King once did do. 
; VIII. | 

The Billinſgate Wenches, and Night-walking Whotes, 
Will join this fine Army in hundreds of Scores; 
They'll ſcold all your Foes quite out of the Field, 
f hiſſing and clapping won't make them all yield. 

IX. . 
When all this fine Army are jumbled together, ; 
And you, Sir, to join them are ſafely come hither ; 
Then range them in Order, which no Man can do, 
And they'll fight as courageous and ſtoutly as you. 

X. 
for if they join Battle, they'll make a ſhort Stay, 
That you might have Time, Sir, to ſcour away; 
Then as faſt as they can, they'll all follow after, 
That they might not be kill'd, or die in a Halter. 

XI, 
Ah me ! then cry'd Perkin, this Raſcally Mob 
Are fit but the Hen-rooſts and Orchards to rob: 
Alas! I'm undone, my Cauſe it muſt rue, 


For I'mſure theſe can never three Kingdoms ſubdue: 
| | L. | Sur- 
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XII. : 
Surrounded with them, like a Cheat T ſhould look, 
My Doom I can read, Sir, without any Book; 
Such an Army as this, tis a Thouſand to one, 
Will bring me to Jyburn, inftead of a hrone. 
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On Prince Eugene”s routing the Turks. 


To the Tune of, An Old Woman poor 
aud blind, 


I. 
Ere's a Health to the Great Eugene, 
Who routed has the Turk; 
His bold, and Veteran German Troops 
Have bravely done the Work. 
We'll drink their Healths with joyful Hearts 
In Cyder, Ale, or Wine, 
Whilſt this great Overthrow does make 
The Tories here repine. 
II. 
Here's Marlborough's Health, whoſe conqu ring Troops, 
Still beat the Gallick Turks, | 
They took their fortified Towns, 
Storming their ſtrongeſt Works: 
To Great Cadogan here's a Health, 
Who beat the Tory Turk, 
His Troops ſoon forced them for fear 
In High-Land Hills to lurk. 
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II. 1 
Here's a Health to thoſe Two Generals, : | 
Brave Carpenter and Wills, | 
Who flying Tory Twrks purſu'd, | 
Through Dales, and over Hills : 
At laſt pen'd up in Preſton Pound, 
They caught poor Tory Turk; 
Pray kill us not, they cry'd, we'll yield, 
Is Thus finiſh'd was the Wok. 
o IV. 
Of theſe three ſorts, the Tory Turks 
Are far the greater Knaves, 
French Turks, and Turks Mahometans 
Are born, and bred up Slaves : 
But Tory Turks, tho' they're born free, 
Would Slavery bring about, 
A ſhame they are to free born Souls, 
Britannia ſpew them out. 


V. 
Tories and Trrks are much alike, 
Cowards, and Crael too ; 
Forfar's and Bruner's barbarous Deaths 
Like Cruelty does ſhew : 
The Tory Turks hate to be good, 
They would more Miſchief do ; 
O! Were they all to Turkey ſent, 
As far as Jericho. 
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VI 
Tho' France, the Pope, the Turk, the Devil 
Joyn in their Helliſh Cauſe, 
Heav'n our Religion does protect, 
Our Liberties and Laws: 
Mad Tories ceaſe your Rage, be wiſe, 
Diſown that ſorry Thing, 


The Brat brought in a Warming-Pan, 
And own Great GEORGE our King. 


CCC * LO TOTS TOTST T0] 
eA Loyal SONG, To the Tune ' 


Lillibolero. 


5 
ET High- Church and Papiſts meet lurking in Holes, 
To curſe, and hatch Lies, their Cauſe to maintain, 
| Plot Miſchief in ſecret, like under Ground Moles, 
And wiſh for their Maſter young Perkin again. [ 
*Tis George, King George, for him we'll all ſtand, 
His Health ce «vill drink, his Praiſe we will ſing ; 
Wh o retriev d our Glories, <vhen loſt by the Tories, 
The High-Church hall never make Perkin a King. 
| II. 
Shall the Whigs meet like them, a few, and in ſtealth, 
Or muſt they ask leave of the Papiſt or Tory, 
In Numbers to drink to His Majeſty's Health ; _ 
Won't that be (what think ye) a very fine Story ? 
"Tis George, King George, Sf. 


III. Well 
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III. 
We'll meet when and where, in what N umbers we pleaſe, 
And fear not the Rage of a perjured Brood: 
We'll be Merry, and ſing at ſuch Houſes as theſe, 
We can't be too publick, our Cauſe is ſo good. 
*Tis George, King George, Cc. 
I. 
For this, the Jacks ſay, they are greatly diſpleas'd, 
But I'll tell you the only Reaſon is this; 
King GEORGE they don't love, and fo they are teaz d, 
When they ſee how Loyal this Company is. 
*Tis George, King George, Ec. 
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Son 7 to be ſung by all true Loyaliſts, 
on the Firſt of Auguſt, being the Day 
of His Majeſty happy eAcceſſion to the 
Throne. To the Tune of, Let TR” 
dy flow, Oc. 


I. 
For GEORGE our great King, 
Let's true Valour ſhew, let's true Valour ſhew, Boys, 
To his Glory we'll ſing, 
Crown your Mugs all with Joys : 
To our Monarch now drink, 
Now be loyal all, now be loyal all, Boys, 
See the Facobites ſink, 


See, they tremble at our Noiſe, 
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Like Perkin they run 
Ar the fight of a Gun, | 
Like him they are crying, when juſt upon dying. 
We'll flaſh, wound and lay, 
| Both Night and by Day, 
' Thoſe Villains that will not our Sovereign obey. 
IL 
Let this Day be bleſt, 
Hymns of Gladneſs ſing, Hymns of Gladneſs ſing, Boys, 
Let our King be careſs'd, 
In the midſt of our Joys; 
See this Mug to his Health, 
His Foes next confound, his Foes next confound, Boys» 
GEORGE, live long in Wealth, 
Secure the Church and our Laws ; 
| In ſpite of all Fiends, 

The Whigs are thy Friends, 

And if once we thunder, they re all ſtruck with 
© © Our Wrath they all dread, (Wonder, 
: 1 By which they are bled, | 
oY When fooliſhly into Rebellion they're led. 
| „ 

Heav'ns ſend our King back, 

Huzza aloud, huzza aloud, Boys, / 

Huis Preſence we lack . 

All his Foes let's deftroy ; Ei 

| No Impoſtor all reign : | 

= - Keep the Coward out, keep the Coward out, Jeu, 
1 That Baſtard diſdain; 

None but Fools he decoys. 
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All Papiſts defy, 
For, for GEORGE we will die; 
To no baſe Pretender will we ever ſurrender, . 
But ftand by our King, | 
To whole Glory we lag, | 


| For the Bleſſings which he to this Kingdom does bring 
IV. 


In no Danger's the Church, 
Tis a Lye all, tis a Lye all, Sirs, 
She's left in no lurch; 
But Villains loving Stirs 
Such Stories do tell, 
To keep up Faction, to keep up Faction here: 
But if they'll rebel, | 
Their Rebellion don't fear ; 
To Juftice we'll bring em, 
And at Tyburn we'll ſtring em, 
Where Paul the Nonjuror, a Rogue never purer, 
Nonjuring Church own'd ; 
But Englant's Church and Crown 
We Whigs will all ſtand by, and Rome tumble down. 


See eee eee 
The Second Part of the Raree-Show, 


1 


LL loyal Men, come zee my vine rary Show, 
A Dat your Foes from your Friends den you truly 
(may know: 
In dis Box is de vineſt Sight you ever ſaw, 
For it ſhews all de Villains attainted by Law. 
| I 


Virſt dere is falſe St. John to the Life to be ſeen, 

Who to make a baſe Peace did adviſe the late Queen; 
His Country for Money de Knave did betray, 
But var fear of an Halter did ſoon run away. 


III. Dat 
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III. 
Dat Woman vine dreſt he maintains for his Whore, 
Who vil give him de Pox, and e'er keep him poor: 
Without ſhe ſeems Shaint to cover her Sin, | 
But oh ! the damn'd Bi ſh be all Devil within. 
IV. 
Zee dere is Fames Butler, who e'er ran in Debt, 
To make him in all his Debauch'ries look great ; 
Who the French wou'd not vite, and there on my Word, 
You may ſee how de Padlock do's hang on his Sword. 
V. 
Zee dere is dat Rebel we once called Marr, 
Whoſe Head, was it right, ſhould be on Temple-bar ; 
Zee how like a Vagabond Areskin does look, (Book. 
And his Fate now do's curſe by Bell, Candle, and 
VI. 
Zee yonder 1s Nithiſdale, who never was good, 
What a Figure he makes in his long Riding-hood: 
Dat Vaſhion which now 1s zo much here in vogue, 
Vas de means of preſerving from Marvel a Rogue. 
VII. 
Zee dere, Zur, dat's Derwentwater, quite dead, 
Zee under his Arm he do's carry his Head ; 
Had dis Traytor ven living, but had any Grace, 
His Joulter he ſtill had kept on the right Place, 
VIII. 
ce dere is another rebellious, baſe Peer, 
Who dy'd (as he zed) a true Proteſtant here; 
But fought for a Baſtard, de Devil and Pops, 
For vich he deſerv'd not an Ax, but a Rope. 
IX. 
Zee dere de Pretender, dat Son of a Whore. 
Whom none but de Mob and Strumpets adore ; 
Zee how he do's fit wid Finger in Eye, 
And wou'd for a Kingdom not vite, Zur, but cry. 1 
X. 
Is not this a Knot of Villains, I pray, 
Who vil not deir lawful Sovereign obey ? 
But ven dey are all hang'd, King Gere he ſhall reigy, 
So th' Devices of Rebels will prove all in vain. | 
/ | F--# 0 # 3 


